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PREFACE 

IT is always cheering to put a quotation that one 
likes at the beginning of a book. So, at least, 
one makes sure that one good sentence lives between 
the two covers. 

It IS hard enough to some of us, however much we 
may believe in the ultimate triumph of goodness, to see 
that it wins; indeed, it often reigns from a painful 
throne. 

Are truth and love strength? Yes, verily. But 
are they always the strongest ? Do they indeed prove 
stronger than confusion and hate ? 

In the poem from which my quotation is taken, the 
curtain falls on desolation and tragedy. So it falls 
over and over again in life. That mysterious veil 
behind which .mankind has tried so hard to peep, 
drops on apparent confusion. 

The good lie stricken, the unjust flourish like green 
bay-trees, and the preacher's attempted consolation, 
which points to a probable balancing beyond that 
baffling curtain, fails to altogether satisfy us, who 
would fain see justice now. 



viii PREFACE 

In telling a story one can set forth that which 
eludes, while the dust of a struggle blinds the eyes. 
Perhaps that is partly why the telling of stories is 
so entrancing and refreshing an occupation ! 

We see each other under strange guises, we 
masquerade in ugly clothes, yet the soul of everyone 
is good, as the Maker made it ; and because in very 
truth we are one, he who stands nearer to jfehe con- 
sciousness of the eternal goodness is bound, by a bond 
which cannot be broken, to suffer for those who are 
farther off. There are plenty of loyal and honest 
souls in the world who do not philosophise about 
themselves or about other people, but who nevertheless 
win the game somewhat painfully, and with little sense 
of victory. There are others who, more consciously, 
take ipart in the fight. Yet the hands that help are 
most apt to bear on their palms the marks of nails, 
and the victory of a spiritual Saviour is not of a kind 
that can be handled or touched. 

F. F. M. 
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THE alien: 

A STORY OF MIDDLE AGE 
CHAPTER I 

"For weeks the clouds had raked the hills 
And vexed the vales with raining, 
And all the woods were wet with mist 
And all the brooks complaining." 

Whittier, 

1C ALL this " a story of Middle Age " because Esther 
Mordaunt was well into the thirties when she 
became involved in it ; yet, in truth, every event has 
a long pedigree, and God alone knows when or where 
any story really began ; as to when or where it shall 
end, why, there lies the question which sets us all 
a-wondering. Before ever Esther was born, the Fates 
had begun to weave that pattern that took such strange 
developments, such unlooked-for curls and twists in 
her middle age, and sometimes (especially when it 
rained) she fancied that the place she lived in was 
still more or less haunted by the ghosts of events that 
had happened long ago. 

Applehurst was certainly a rather melancholy house, 
with an air of austerity about it. Yet it was not 
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2 THE ALIEN 

romantic in appearance; nor had it the beauty of 
extreme old age. It had no grace of architecture, but 
only ar certain amount of grim character, which re- 
deemocl' it from the commonplace. It was very 
strongly built. It would stand square and solid in 
its uncompromising Georgian ugliness when Esther's 
warm and tender heart would be cold. It had 
harboured passions and tragedies that Esther had not 
dreamed of in her philosophy. 

Applehurst stood within its own park. Beyond the 
park stretched the downs, and a chalky-white road lay 
like a white riband across the short sheep-cropped grass, 
and led to a still primitive village. Applehurst had 
always belonged to the Iredales. Mrs. Mordaunt, the 
present owner, had inherited it from her father, old squire 
Iredale (not, alas, of blessed memory), who had entailed 
it on her for life, remainder, on her death, to her eldest 
surviving child on attaining twenty-one, and, in default 
of children, to Curtis Iredale (who was the son of a 
distant cousin) absolutely. The surrounding country 
was typically English — not strikingly picturesque, but 
very good to live in. The hills were low and rather 
bare, but down in the valley the orchards prospered, 
and in spring the village and the lanes were garlanded 
in blossom. The oaks in the park were very fine, they 
looked upon the house as an upstait. They were in 
their glory long before the Georges set foot in England. 
When they were in full leaf the house was quite shut 
in, but in the winter, when their branches were bare, 
you could see the road from the front windows. 

Autumn was dreary at Applehurst. The house 
faced north-east, and it was bitterly cold. The especial 
autumn of the year in which this story opens had been 
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a remarkably gloomy season. Elsther Mordaunt sat in a 
low chair by the fire in the big, cold drawing-room ; 
a philosophical book lay upon her knees; the wind 
blew down the old-fashioned chimney in rainy gusts, 
and, whether from the chilling effect of damp or of 
philosophy, she shivered. 

The room was so long that more fire was required 
to warm it, and the day was so depressing that youthful 
high spirits were required to fight against its gloom. 
Esther was not an habitually melancholy woman, but 
she was sometimes painfully aware that the more 
exuberant^ vitality of her girlhood had died down. 
She smiled where she would once have laughed, 
though, on the other hand, she sometimes laughed 
when she would once have waxed hotly wroth. For 
twenty years this house had been her home. It had 
seen her merry and impetuous, a hot-tempered Esther, 
, who fought lustily with her Cousin Rebecca, but yet 
bore no malice. It had seen her very miserable, an 
Esther who secretly believed herself to be heart-broken. 
She had learnt since that hearts do not break, as a rule ; 
they only crack, and are quite as serviceable as before. 
It had seen her pretty soft hair become flecked with 
silver, and her gaiety subside into a most saving sense 
of humour, while her once occasional flashes of intuitive 
understanding broadened into a lasting and mellow 
warmth of sympathy. 

All this the grey stone house had seen, and much 
more besides. 

Twenty-two years before the date at which this 
story opens, Mrs. Mordaunt had undertaken to help 
the orphaned children of a cousin of her late husband. 
She helped, as she did most things, effectively. She 
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4 THE ALIEN 

made no promise of adoption, — the extent of her offer 
was that she should send sixteen-year-old Esther to a 
good school for a twelvemonth, and that she should do 
her best to chaperon the two elder girls. Rose and 
Lily, during a season in London. 

" Rose and Lily ! " Mrs. Mordaunt said with a 
comical grimace. " Good Lord ! it was like their fool 
of a mother to give the poor children such names ; 
what would she have done if they had turned out 
sturdy gipsies?" 

But as it happened, the twins were remarkably pretty 
girls, and the end of the season saw them triumphantly 
married. 

They were horridly afraid of their chaperon. They 
shrank from her sharp speeches, they clung together in 
a way which made the pretty likeness between them 
almost pathetic, but they were never awkward, and they 
were as fresh and as sweet as their namesakes. 

Mrs. Mordaunt took pains to preserve their fresh- 
ness : no one guessed how vigilantly she looked after 
them, but she drew a very long breath of relief when 
she had got them off her hands. 

" They were charming, but the charm wouldn't have 
outlived another season," said she. 

After that, she turned her attention to Esther, and 
invited her to Applehurst, in order that she might be 
sure what the child was like, before risking another 
journey to town. From this it may well be seen that 
" Cousin Rebecca's " kindness was thoroughly seasoned 
with shrewdness. She was certainly no sentimentalist, 
nor was she likely to waste her benefactions. 

Esther, fresh from school, half-shy, half-mutinous, 
walked into the long drawing-room and met Mrs. 
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Mordaunt's sharply penetrating glance. Mrs. Mor- 
daunt had been beautiful when she was young; but 
Esther saw only a fat little old lady of a slightly 
oriental cast of countenance, who wore a hideous front 
of tight jet-black curls. 

" Ah ! You are not nearly so pretty as your sisters, 
my dear," said the old lady; and at that it was no 
wonder that Esther's spirit rose. 

" No, indeed, I'm not. I'm ugly, and I don't want a 
season in London, and I don't wish to be married ; so 
there won't be any use in taking me about," said she. 
Her soft blue-grey eyes brightened, and a bright pink 
colour came into her cheeks while she spoke. The old 
lady nodded, with a twinkle of fun. 

" My dear, you should never waste a fib," said she. 
" You do not think yourself ugly by any means : on 
the contrary, I can very well see that you've quite a 
good opinion of yourself; and mind I don't blame you 
for that, for it's a thing that helps one through life. 
For the rest, I don't suppose you'll marry before you're 
asked to ; and there's time at least for you to take off 
your hat and cloak, 'and drink some tea, before we 
need consider the point." 

Esther, in after years, laughed whenever she re- 
membered that first encounter, but at the time she 
gulped down furious indignation with every mouthful. 
She was aware that she had made a fool of herself, 
and that this horrid old benefactress was not the least 
angry, but only amused : that state of mind which it 
is most difficult for extreme youth to forgive. 

She choked over her bread and butter, and fled 
upstairs, finding refuge at last in the big, countrified 
bedroom which her sisters, more fortunate than she 
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was, had shared together. The burden of indebtedness 
(which had never troubled the gentle twins) was heavy 
on her soul. She wept hot, passionate tears of revolt, 
and despised herself because she fancied that she hated 
Cousin Rebecca, who was the one person in all the 
world who had held out a finger to aid these penniless 
girls. 

And yet, in spite of that unpropitious beginning, in 
spite of two hot tempers and two quick tongues, Esther 
was in the end the only one of the three who really 
loved the old woman, who was never afraid of, though 
sometimes irritated by her, and who wakened at last 
some answering affection. 

In spite of the protest, she had her times of gaiety 
— a short merry time which ended in mourning. 

" No one should renounce the world before they've 
met it," Cousin Rebecca said. " Fd even go a step 
farther, Esther, and allow that to have had a bowing 
acquaintance with the Flesh and the Devil may add to 
the ultimate safety of man or woman. If you've been 
shut into a garden between high walls during the best 
part of your youth, you won't recognise the Old 
Gentleman when he wriggles through a gap, and he 
may startle and upset you very much one fine day. 
He has a partiality for convents, I've heard : dear me, 
yes ! and the fact of the windows being so tightly 
bolted and the doors locked, makes it the more 
difficult to get him out." 

Cousin Rebecca had never discoursed in that style 
to the twins, but she recognised that Esther, like the 
youngest prince in the fairy stories, was the possessor 
of the largest share of the family brains. She was 
heartily sorry (being, in spite of cynicism, not unkindly 
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THE ALIEN 7 

disposed) when she also discovered that Elsther had 
more than her share of " heart" 

The girl became engaged to a charming and excellent, 
but quite impecunious, naval lieutenant. She paid no 
heed whatever to her old cousin's remonstrances. She 
was as wilful as if she had ten thousand a year of her 
own. The lieutenant was ordered to Egypt, and 
Esther and Mrs. Mordaunt returned to Applehurst — 
Esther in the highest spirits, and full of a cheerful 
defiance that laughed at worldly wisdom. The lieu- 
tenant was killed in action while defending the guns 
of the Naval Brigade, and, so far as Esther was con- 
cerned, darkness fell over the face of the earth. 

Three months after Esther's sun went out, she in- 
terrupted Cousin Rebecca, who was totting up weekly 
accounts at the writing-table. 

"Cousin Becky," said she, in rather a hard voice, 
"you've had me for a long visit. I've been staying 
with you for seven months. My sisters married at the 
end of one season. I can't do that now. I thank you 
very much for all you've done, and your great kindness 
to me, but I've been thinking — and I've come to the 
conclusion that I ought to be working for a place 
in the world now, since the place I meant to fill is 
gone." 

" Cousin Becky " put down her pen and looked at 
the little cousin who had given her the most trouble of 
the three, and her heart softened to her. 

" So far as I'm concerned, I'd be only too glad to 
keep you for the rest of my life, Essie," said she, " but 
I'm a gouty, cranky old thing, and I can't promise you 
much. I've given the best part of what love I was 
dowered with to the two I've cared for. I'm too old 
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now to conceive violent affections for new people, 
though I'm more interested in you than I expected 
to be. If you like to make this your home, you shall 
have a daughter's place, so far as it is in my power 
to give it. You must understand, though, that I shall 
be a poor substitute for the genuine article. It is not 
in me, my dear, to love another person's child, as the 
child of" — She stopped short, with rather an odd, 
quick glance at Esther, to whose pale cheek the 
colour had mounted. 

" Oh, I can understand that," the poor child cried. 
" I can understand that a mother loves her children 
because they are his;" and then she hid her scarlet 
face on the old woman's shoulder. "Oh, I do want 
to see him once more ! Oh, I do wish he had made 
me his wife first. Then, at least, they would have sent 
me something of his to keep, and I should have had 
my share of life. Now, I shall never, never be happy 
like other women." 

" Well ! Here's a pretty state of things. I wish 
I'd never taken you to London," said Cousin Becky 
ruefully. 

She rubbed her nose, which was a trick she had 
when she was puzzled. " All the same, your happiness 
isn't wrecked for ever at seventeen," she muttered. 
" Go out into the sunshine, child. Go and consult 
the fresh air and the trees, and then let me know 
what you mean to do. I don't like nursery-governess- 
ing for you, and that's a fact; but I'm too selfish 
to alter my ways of living permanently for any young 
cousin, and, if you make up your mind to live with me, 
you must just take me as you find me here, and make 
the best of it — and precious dull that will be for you ! 
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No, don't answer now. I don't believe in resolutions 
made in a hot room full of sentiment. Go out, go out, 
and take a long walk, and think well over all my dis- 
agreeable qualities, and remember that I shall not think 
any the worse of you if you refuse my offer." 

Esther stayed out three hours, and then came in at 
the French window just when the sun was setting. 
" I've made up my mind," said she. " I won't run away 
from my trouble. I'll stay here and bury it. You 
see. Cousin Becky, you are rather fond of me, and 
there is no one else who wants me at all ; and perhaps 
in time you'll get fonder still, and I — I am fond of 
you." 

Cousin Becky rubbed her nose again. 

" I don't know that you are wise," said she ; " the 
people who hold that affection is the most important 
item in life seldom are. However, I'll own I'm very 
glad, Essie. You and I can have an occasional tiff 
without ill-feeling, and we can speak our minds 
honestly to each other. I almost fancy I should 
miss you, if you went governessing. Yes, I'm glad 
enough." 

Well, that decision was made twenty years ago, 
and Esther was too loyal to regret it ; yet there was 
no doubt that her old cousin was right, and that 
she had at times found life " precious dull." Mrs. 
Mordaunt went no more to London, and became more 
eccentric, as well as decidedly parsimonious, as she grew 
older. Her sharp tongue frightened away the few 
neighbours who might have been friendly, and Esther's 
sociable qualities had no scope. 

The one break in the year's monotony was an annual 
visit from Curtis Iredale, who was now heir to the estate 
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of Applehurst, and a gentleman cordially disliked by 
the present owner. 

Major Iredale had once come to the conclusion that 
Esther would look very well at the head of his table. 
He begrudged her to his old Cousin Rebecca. Though 
no longer young, she was a very graceful woman, with 
a distinct charm and style of her own. He admired 
her black-lashed eyes, and the pink colour that came 
easily when she was excited Her silvery hair had the 
effect of powder ; she sometimes looked as if she might 
have stepped out of a Gainsborough, but there was 
some force and a good deal of spirit behind her sweet- 
ness. As for her temper, it was of the kind that 
flashes, but never smoulders. Esther was of very 
mixed nationality. She had French and Irish blood 
in her veins, but her maternal grandfather had been 
a Scotchman, and she inherited her love of study, 
her pride, and all the qualities that gave backbone 
to her character from him. 

The Major had been annoyed when Esther, having 
refused his offer, had added with a gleam of laughter : 
" And it is very thankful I should be that I don't want 
to marry you, for, if I did. Cousin Rebecca would never 
forgive me." 

" I would undertake to tell her. You need have 
no fear of her. She can do you no harm," he had 
answered. He was, like many people of decided views, 
a trifle dense at times. 

" Harm ! Why, she has done me nothing but good 
all my life," Esther had cried indignantly. She was 
not a literal person ; and was apt to be truer to the 
spirit than to the letter of a fact. 

The Major shook his head ; he was on the wrong 
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side of fifty, and he was a widower. His affection for 
Esther, though persistent, was not of a blinding or 
overwhelming description. He honestly considered 
her a very foolish woman, and he reflected that he 
should not be in the least surprised if, after all, that 
old witch did not leave her one penny. 

Five years had gone by since he had proposed to 
her, and the episode had not interfered with his habitual 
visit He noticed every year that Elsther looked older, 
and that she was becoming worn and tired. He saw 
that her life was hard, and he could not understand 
that it was beautified by a real love for Mrs. Mordaunt. 
Not that he did not trust Esther, but because he was 
one of those people to whom it is well-nigh impossible 
to realise that another's loves and hates may be abso- 
lutely different from their own. 

Major Iredale was expected on the evening of the 
day on which my story opens. Esther presently went 
out in the rain in order to find some belated flowers 
with which to decorate the drawing-room in his honour. 
Every blossom was shattered and wet through, and she 
returned damped and disconsolate. 

Then a telegram arrived. " Slight accident obliges 
me to put off visit," and her sense of depression 
increased. 

She was not very fond of the Major, for she was 
a partisan, and was impelled by the warmth of her 
heart to side with her " Cousin Becky," but she was 
naturally inclined to hospitality, and she had seen no 
one of her own class, except an irritable old woman, 
for nearly two months. A fierce longing (such as she 
had hardly felt since she was a girl) assailed her. She 
longed for sunshine and change. One day was terribly 
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like another, and she was sick of the daily grind. She 
was sick of trying to wear a bright face, of studying to 
prevent the rust from gathering, of reading an endless 
succession of French novels aloud to amuse " Cousin 
Becky." She was sick of ordering dinner with a view 
to economy, and of eating it to an accompaniment of 
grumbles. She was not an idle person, and she was 
ashamed of self-pity, but it was hard work occasionally 
to hold " blue devils " at bay. When she was younger, 
they had talked in a different tone, they had been 
more insistent and violent ; now they only murmured, 
" You will soon be quite old. Old like your old cousin. 
Already your youth has gone, and your capability for 
a wider life will soon be gone too. You've not lived 
enough. You've not had your share. Another ten 
years of this monotony will see you a duller, narrower 
woman than you are now." 

" But I won't listen to these maudlin voices," said 
Esther. She spoke aloud, as people who live rather 
solitary lives are apt to, and she picked up her book 
again, and knit her brows over it. 

Her will forced her volatile mind to attend, and she 
had just become really interested in the definition of 
happiness as " The working of the Highest Principle 
(whether intellectual or some other) in the best way," 
when the door at the end of the long room opened, and 
Mrs. Mordaunt hobbled in, and painfully, and with 
many wry faces, made her way to the fireplace. 

Mrs. Mordaunt could not bear to be looked at, or 
helped, when gout twisted and crippled her. Esther 
consequently kept her eyes fixed on Aristotle, though 
her sympathy followed every painful step across the 
long room. Only when Mrs. Mordaunt plumped into 
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her leathern arm-chair, did Esther venture near with 
footstool and cushions, and then the old woman snapped 
at her. 

" I wish you wouldn't pursue me with pillows, like 
a lady-companion ! And, good gracious, child ! what 
possesses you to read drab-coloured sermons ? I never 
taught you to ! " 

" No, indeed ! Your conscience may be clear there," 
laughed Esther. " But I'm not indulging in sermons, 
and my book can't help its complexion. It's as the 
maker made it, and its want of beauty doesn't affect its 
soul. Shall we go on with our novel before dinner ? " 

Mrs. Mordaunt grunted with a sudden spasm of 
pain. 

" Can't you see I'm not in the humour for novels ? 
The damp has got into my poor old bones. They 
ache like the Devil. Yes, yes, that's just what they 
do : they are making themselves as unpleasant as the 
remembrance of old sins, my dear." 

Esther put her hand tenderly on the old woman's. 
She was never in the least afraid of Cousin Becky's 
temper. 

"Why, you should remember your old virtues," 
said she. " And I could remind you of some." 

They were silent after that. Esther bent again 
over her book, but Mrs. Mordaunt stared into the 
coals, not dreamily, as old people do, who see their 
past lives softened by the mists of time, but fiercely 
and eagerly. 

Dinner was a very quick affair. Mrs. Mordaunt 
was too preoccupied to eat, and Esther's appetite 
failed for lack of company. They returned to the 
badly-lit drawing-room, where at last her companion's 
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mood invaded Esther's consciousness, and she looked 
up inquiringly. 

" Why are you so restless, Cousin Becky ? It must 
be because there is a storm coming up. I, too, felt 
very cross this afternoon. This room is dreadfully cold, 
and so dark that I see ghosts in all the comers. May 
I fetch a log of wood and some more coal ? " 

"You are always extravagant. Surely we two 
women do not need a fire fit to roast an ox," grumbled 
the old woman ; but then some odd thought made her 
laugh suddenly and change her tone. " An ox, did I 
say? No, no, it's perhaps a fatted calf that you are 
preparing for. Well, well ! do as you like, Essie. 
Heap the coals half up the chimney, if that pleases 
you." 

Esther rose joyfully. She was surprised by the 
permission. A huge chest, lined and clamped with 
metal, and filled with coal, stood in the hall. Esther 
picked out some big lumps, and carried them to the 
drawing-room. Her fingers were long and slender. 
She had the artistic hands that are meant to do im- 
aginative work. Apparently they had hardly fulfilled 
their vocation. 

" Did you shut the chest again ? " asked Mrs. 
Mordaunt sharply. Esther, who was kneeling on the 
hearthrug, arranging the coals, looked up with her 
pretty deprecating smile. 

"No, I hadn't a hand free to shut with. I'll go 
back in a minute; but I was in a hurry to bring in 
some warmth, you see." 

"Well, Essie, I'll own that you've done that," said 
Mrs. Mordaunt so gravely, almost tenderly, that Esther, 
who had expected a scolding, sat amazed, wondering 
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what strange mood possessed her cousin. At last she 
said, with a little start and shiver — 

"Why, I believe it is not a storm, but it is some- 
thing going to happen that makes us restless. Have 
you heard any strange news to-day ? " 

"Yes. Fve heard that my dearly beloved heir 
and next-of-kin has put off coming to look after the 
state of the shoes he hopes shortly to step into," 
chuckled the old lady; and Esther felt unreasonably 
disappointed. 

" Is that all ? I can't think why you receive the 
Major, since you dislike him so much," said she. 

Mrs. Mordaunt chuckled again. " He is the Death's 
Head at the feast, my dear ! I think about my coffin 
when I see dear Curtis's calculating eye noting how 
the paper is peeling in the dining-room, and how many 
holes there are in the drawing-room curtains. It is 
good for us old people to realise the approach of the 
inevitable ; moreover, my heir has had a salutary effect 
on me. He has prevented my giving way to extra- 
vagance. I'm not going to save his purse. He may 
pay for new curtains himself, and the old ones shall 
last my time : that's what I've said to myself many a 
time after his annual visitation. Oh, I should have 
done a great deal for the old place, if it hadn't been for 
my Cousin Curtis, but I won't patch shoes for his feet, 
Esther ! I don't like the shape of 'em." 

Esther sighed, and her spirits sank lower. Though 
she occasionally craved for a change to break the 
monotony of the days, she was very far from desiring 
— indeed, she nervously dreaded — the one change that 
seemed possible. Her thoughts turned to speculations 
on the life beyond the grave, but the older woman's 
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were busy with the present Cousin Becky was not 
speculative, she had a good grip still on this exist- 
ence. 

" Shall I come to your room to read you to sleep ? " 
asked Esther, when ten o'clock struck. 

She had fallen into a bad habit of reading aloud till 
late at night, for Mrs. Mordaunt was sleepless with the 
sleeplessness of old age. 

" No, thank you. I've got enough to occupy my 
mind. I don't need you at all to-night." 

An odd sense of estrangement touched Esther. The 
motherliness which lies deep in the nature of every 
good woman, had found some vent in care for this old 
cousin, whom, she secretly believed, she alone under- 
stood. Just now it seemed as if something strange, 
some shadowy presence, stood between them, but of 
course the idea was ridiculous, born of that over- 
sensitiveness which is the bane of the unmarried. 

" How independent you are. Well, if you won't 
have me, I'll go to bed. Good-night ! " she said, 
trying to laugh. 

Cousin Becky did not answer; she was hobbling 
across the room, muttering to herself, and thinking 
eagerly and deeply of other things. 



CHAPTER II 

ESTHER went to bed, but lay wakeful. All night 
long the wind blew, filling her room with 
ghosts. The old wood of the stairs and of the long 
corridor creaked. Footsteps seemed constantly pass- 
ing up and down. Esther knew well enough that the 
North- Wester was responsible for these phantoms ; but 
she never quite liked them. Her mind was sensible, 
but her nerves were too tightly strung. When the 
grey morning began to dawn, she was glad, and she 
got up to sit by the window and watch the welcome 
light steal over the fields and to listen to the stir of 
awaking life. 

When she was younger she had been in the habit of 
going out at cock-crow, and running across the lawn, 
and into the field beyond, ostensibly to pick mush- 
rooms, but in reality because she loved to taste the 
wonderful pure freshness of the early morning. Now 
she told herself that thirty-seven was too old for such 
pranks, and that they were apt to lead to twinges of 
rheumatism across the shoulders. Anyone can enjoy 
a sunset, but to enjoy a sunrise one must have the 
courage of high spirits. If a woman has children in 
whom her life has renewed itself, she can afford to 
spend her middle age in the same place which saw her 
girlhood ; but if she has not, she is apt to be uncom- 
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fortably haunted by her own past youth, and would do 
well to eschew such scenes. 

Esther by no means wished to step backwards, yet 
she was sometimes unwittingly depressed by the vision 
of the girl who had lived in this very same bedroom, 
and run about under those very same trees. 

One sunshiny day that girl had run across the field 
to meet the postman, and he, being not only a post- 
man, but a messenger of Fate, had brought her a 
newspaper which had looked like any other news- 
paper, but which had made the ground rock under 
her feet and the colour fade out of the sky. To this 
day she preferred skirting the field to going by the 
path; but she was ashamed of the unacknowledged 
preference. It was not likely that sorrow and she 
would twice meet at the same spot, nor was it 
possible that the sky would change colour and the 
world grow greyer now for any paragraph in any 
paper. 

While she sat by the window on this especial morn- 
ing, she noticed the figure of a man approaching the 
house by the footpath. He appeared first among the 
trees in the distance, his outline blurred by the con- 
stant drizzle of fine rain. Then he came nearer, 
and, leaning both elbows on the fence that divided 
the field from the lawn, stared unblushingly at the 
house. 

Esther wondered momentarily who and what he was, 
for strangers were rare at Applehurst, but not being of 
an inquisitive turn of mind, she presently took up her 
Greek Testament, and thought no more about him. 
During these quiet years she had had an unusual 
amount of time for reading and pondering. Unusual, 
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for while we all profess to think for ourselves in this 
rather bustling age, comparatively few among us give our 
souls room to stretch in. We entertain so diverse and 
motley a company, that we can accord but scant and 
passing attention to each individual idea. We have 
such an immense bowing acquaintance with many 
theories, that we make but few tried friends among them. 
Fortunate is the person whose books have become so 
intimate with him, that even should their bodies be 
burned (an indignity unlikely to occur to the possessions 
of the true reader), their words can be recalled at will. 
Yet who so loves the spirit that is in a book, loves 
peacefully and comparatively unfruitfully ;. while who 
so loves the spirit that is made manifest in flesh and 
blood, lays hold on the two great teachers, Joy and 
Grief. 

Esther did not guess that a milestone was reached, 
that her life was passing into another phase. Yet all 
that day a creeping uneasiness grew on her, and, as the 
week dragged on, it intensified. It dated from the 
evening of that long wet day on which the Major had 
put off his accustomed visit. 

A mystery had crept into the house. But what 
possible opening could there be for anything mysterious 
in the simple or everyday existence of two women? 
Esther would have said of two elderly women. She 
scoffed at her own fancies, as, when she was a child, 
she had scoffed at her own foolish fear of the 
dark. The result of the discipline was no greater now 
than then. She had still felt (in spite of stern self- 
mockery) that wolves' heads were jumping at her from 
the wall, while with shut eyes she scampered up dark 
stairs to bed. She still knew that her old cousin was 
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in some strange fashion changed, though she assured 
herself that the idea must be born of groundless morbid 
fancy. 

Yet> as time went on, it gradually became plain that 
Cousin Rebecca was elated rather than depressed. At 
first, indeed, Esther had more than once surprised her 
muttering to herself eagerly ; shaking her head doubt- 
fully, debating something with a painful intensity that 
was hardly accounted for by the explanation. 

" My dear 1 I was just considering whether I would 
try a new cure for old age. That is what is the matter 
with me, you know. It was once considered incurable ; 
but I hear there is a new young doctor at Bridge who 
can cope with anything." 

Later, the doubt seemed no longer to trouble her, 
and a triumphant gleam shone in her black eyes. She 
forgot' her gout, and there was such a renewal of life 
and energy about her (though Cousin Becky had never 
been languid) that it really appeared as if the elixir of 
youth had been found and swallowed. 

The skies were still laden, the landscape still blurred 
and sodden with rain. It is terribly trying to the 
nerves to be shut up with one woman and a secret. 
Esther went for solitary walks through the dripping 
park, and Mrs. Mordaunt encouraged her to go with 
such cheerfulness, that she could not but suspect that 
her absence was a relief The old lady had never been 
of an expansive or confidential turn of mind, yet Esther 
had certainly flattered herself that she was given some 
confidence in return for the warm love she had lavished 
— apparently she had flattered herself too much. 

A slight diversion at last occurred in the shape of a 
letter from the Major, who announced that his ankle 
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was mending, and that he hoped, if convenient to 
his Cousin Rebecca, to pay his long-deferred visit to 
Applehurst on Monday week. Mrs. Mordaunt smiled 
grimly. 

" He comes to visit Applehurst, not us, you observe." 

" You are always unfair to the Major," rejoined 
Esther. "You twist the meaning of his sentences 
awry, and impute motives to him." 

" Well, well — write to bid him come. But, if I am 
a little less than kind, my dear, be careful lest you err 
in the other direction, and live to repent it." 

" I am too old to repent," said Esther ; and she 
went with alacrity to see about making ready the 
spare room. 

The furniture of Applehurst was ancient. It was 
also scanty. It belonged to a less luxurious age, when 
bedrooms were not furnished like sitting-rooms. 
Esther had contrived to make the guest-chamber (she 
always, in accordance with an old-fashioned usage, 
which is dying out, called it the " best " bedroom) 
cheerful, by filching on its behalf from left to right, 
from upstairs and downstairs. She had re-covered an 
easy -chair with her own hands. She had had a 
quaint grandfather's clock moved from what had once 
been the nursery, and a carved oak chest had been 
purloined from the hall. The warm crimson rug 
which graced the best bedroom had been bought with 
her own money, and the writing-table in the bay 
window had originally been in her own room. She 
had hospitable instincts, and loved to prepare for the 
comfort of any guest. 

Great was her surprise and annoyance when, on 
opening the door of her especial kingdom, she saw it 
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bereft of half its glories. The rug was gone. So was 
the writing-table. So was the easy-chair. She stood 
aghast; then called the housemaid, a red-cheeked, 
wide-eyed country girl, who loved her. 

"Oh, Miss," Polly burst out — ^"oh. Miss, I know 
what youVe called me about. Oh, Miss, I could 'ave 
cried when the mistress came wandering in here whilst 
you was out walking in the rain." 

" * There's too much in here, Polly,' says she ; * why. 
Miss Esther has made it a Benjamin among rooms.' 
She bid me move the rug and the chair and the table 
to the room next hers, that she's been so taken up 
with last week. Oh, Miss, she's had pictures hung 
there, and she's bought a new jug and basin, but this 
room is what you've always took an interest in, and it 
went to my heart to move the things. Oh, Miss ! it 
did seem a shame." 

Polly's fashion of beginning her sentences with an 
ejaculation, like a Greek chorus, had always amused 
Esther, but at that moment she felt more inclined to 
cry than to laugh. 

" It is all right, Polly," said she ; " I had forgotten 
for the moment about this new arrangement. It is 
an excellent plan, I think. You need not wait." 

But when the sympathetic Polly had gone, she sat 
down on the easy-chair that was left, and shook her 
head dolefully. 

" My dear, you should never waste a fib," she said 
to herself, with a funny twinge of recollection. " Polly 
wasn't deceived. She didn't believe I had * forgotten.' 
But what is Cousin Becky about ? " 

She sat for some time pondering, then, with a sigh, 
devoted herself to the putting up of the fresh muslin 
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curtains she had been hemming. The sun broke 
through the clouds at last and shone on her hair, while 
she wielded a big hammer energetically. She was 
surprised when the clock on the stairs chimed the hour. 
Five o'clock ! Cousin Becky had been left to amuse 
herself all the afternoon. 

Esther hurried downstairs, feeling somewhat guilty, 
and with explanations on the tip of her tongue. They 
were unneeded — the old lady was not alone. A 
strange voice assailed her ear as she crossed the hall. 
Across Esther's mind flashed the thought that her 
cousin's remark about the new young doctor had 
perhaps had more seriousness in it than she had 
supposed. She had taken it as a joke, but possibly 
the old lady had really hankered after him, — had longed 
for some new treatment, had suddenly wearied of her 
ailments. 

" She might have told me," thought Esther, then chid 
herself for feminine pettiness, and opened the door. 

The newcomer was seated with his back to Esther, 
and with his chair drawn close up to Mrs. Mordaunt. 
She was bending forward, and both her wrinkled hands 
were clasped in his. Esther drew a short, quick breath. 

Their attitude startled her, and something else 
besides. Which of us, I wonder, has lived to middle 
age, and not known the strangeness of surprising an 
unfamiliar expression on a face whose every look we 
thought we knew ? Some stranger brings it to the 
face of brother or sister we've loved from childhood. 
We rub our eyes, half-ruefuUy, amazed. But Esther 
had had little to do with sisters. The best part of 
her affections were twined round this cranky old 
woman. It was bard, indeed, that Cpusin Becky 
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should surprise her. One may fairly expect youth 
to play tricks, but that something should happen to 
age seemed so beyond the bounds of possibility. 

The stranger turned, and his sombre eyes lit up 
with a smile. He was a square-shouldered, spare man, 
with something foreign and gipsy-like about him. His 
forehead was broad and low, his hair touched with 
white on the left temple, but jet-black elsewhere. He 
was tanned by a tropical sun. 

" Is this my Cousin Esther ? " said he. But Esther 
stood absolutely still and speechless. 

Then Mrs. Mordaunt rose stiffly and slowly, resting 
one hand on the stranger's arm — she who never leant 
on anyone. 

" Esther," she said solemnly — " Esther, this my son 
was dead, and is alive — was lost, and is found." 

There was a dead silence, save for the unnaturally 
loud, unabashed ticking of the clock on the mantel- 
piece. Not one of the three could have found voice 
for a minute. It seemed to Esther almost as if God 
had spoken. Was it because Cousin Becky had (un- 
consciously) used the very words of the father in the 
Bible? Or was it because the divine passion of 
motherhood vibrated in her voice ? Even afterwards, 
the doubts that commonsense raised were apt to shrivel 
at the bare recollection of that moment — illogically 
perhaps — but Esther was not a very logical person. 

It was the stranger who first recovered himself and 
broke the tension. "We have taken Miss Mordaunt 
very much by surprise," said he. 

Esther looked at Mrs. Mordaunt with a certain 
wistful dignity, which (being of exceeding alert 
observation) he at once appreciated. 
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" Yes. I am surprised — naturally," she said, " but 
my cousin will explain everything to me presently." 

" I will leave you together," he answered. He was 
quick to take a hint. Then another strange thing 
happened. Cousin Becky, who had always been so 
fiercely independent, held him fast, and Esther saw 
that her fingers tightened on his coat sleeve with a 
nervous clutch. 

The colour rose in her cheek. " No ; I will go," 
she said. 

The man laughed — a rather melancholy little laugh 
— and gently freed himself. " Oh, youUl see quite 
enough of me soon, mother." Then he walked 
through the French window on to the lawn, but 
paused a moment to look back at the two women. 
" Of course, I know one has no business to emerge 
from a grave — ^you must try to forgive that," he said 
to Esther, and so crossed the lawn and went into the 
field. 

While he was in the act of opening the little iron 
gate, Esther remembered that she had seen him before 
from her bedroom window. They watched him out 
of sight, then Mrs. Mordaunt caught at and recovered 
something of her old self, albeit she was still oddly 
tremulous and shaken. 

" My dear," she said, " give me a cup of tea, and 
drink some yourself, before we have any more scenes. 
Not that you made a to-do. It was entirely my fault." 

Esther poured out the tea, but left her own untasted. 
Mrs. Mordaunt drank deliberately, hobbled across the 
room, settled her cap before the glass, and then returned 
to her arm-chair. 

" Well, really, Esther, I wish you would say some- 
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thing ! " she remarked at last, with an irritability which 
was reassuring. 

Esther smiled with lips that quivered. " I don't 
know what to say, Cousin Becky ; it's as if the world 
had turned topsy-turvy. It's so overwhelming. You've 
never told me anything about your son. I know that 
his portrait hangs in the library, and I have heard that 
he was accidentally killed when he was seventeen, and 
that his body was never recovered. That was many, 
many years ago, wasn't it ? Long before I knew you. 
When — when did he come back ? " 

" It is fourteen days since I had his letter. I 
thought it was folly to believe in it, my dear — and 
yet I knew at once that it was true." 

Again there was that unusual quaver in the usually 
strong, harsh voice. It made Esther jump up sud- 
denly, and, kneeling on the floor, fling both arms round 
the old woman. 

" Dear Cousin Becky. Why didn't you tell me ? 
Didn't you trust me? Didn't you feel sure that I 
should be glad of anything that is a joy to you?" 

Mrs. Mordaunt looked at her with an odd, painful 
eagerness. 

" Oh, Essie," she said, " I'm an unbelieving old 
sinner. I've had to fight for my own hand, but I'm 
fond of you, child. I liked you much better than 
your sisters from the first ; and I was sorry for you too, 
for I saw you'd heart and brains, and to my mind 
women are happier without too much of either. Yes, 
I've been fond of you. Will you stand by me now? 
They'll all swear against me, you know. That dear 
cousin of mine will put up his eye-glass, and take his 
oath that he'd know my boy better than the mother 
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who bore him, and the lawyers will come round asking 
questions, and I — I haven't the grit I had once. My 
nerve isn't what it was. I'm getting very old. What 
if I'm not up to 'em all? Will you stand by me now?" 

Esther's arms clung more protectingly, but a great 
dread came over her. What was indeed the truth? 
Could it be possible that this man had once been the 
model for the sandy-haired, weak-looking youth of the 
portrait, or could it be that he was an utter scoundrel, 
intent on the cruellest of tricks ? 

" Of course I will stand by you, now and always," 
she replied. "But tell me more — oh, I wish I had 
known from the beginning." 

" I'm too tired to be questioned," said Mrs. Mordaunt ; 
and that in itself was an admission which filled Esther 
with tenderest remorse. " I didn't tell you because I 
hardly knew what to make of his letter. I didn't see 
how you could believe in it, my dear. Mind you, as I 
said just now, though my heart told me the truth, my 
mind wasn't satisfied — till I saw him." 

"And directly you saw him, you were absolutely sure?" 

" Ah ! When I saw him," said Mrs. Mordaunt ; 
and again Esther's doubts were awed into quiescence. 
" When I saw him ! My dear, do you think a mother 
ever doubts ? Remember, he was not a baby when he 
left me, but already almost a man. How could I be 
mistaken ? He doubted ! Silly, silly fellow ! He 
thought; * Perhaps she won't recognise me.' Do you 
know what happened ? I just stretched out my arms. 
Such old arms to be blessed again. He stood there 
in the doorway (where you were just now) and said 
nothing — but I — I would have run to him, Essie, but 
my knees shook so that I couldn't ; I could only hold 
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out my arms — that have been empty all these long 
years — ^and he had to come. Why, what's the matter ? 
There's nothing to look sad about. No, no, to-day 
we should ring bells and — roast calves ! We've 
mourned enough 1 Good Lord, we've mourned enough ! 
I'll tell you more — but first just say again that you'll 
be on my side — you'll swear to be on my side." 

"Yes, yes. Who should be, if not I, who am like 
your own child," said Esther, but then corrected her- 
self, " Who love you as if I were your child." 

She persuaded Mrs. Mordaunt to go to rest then. 
Was it indeed joy, or was it tragedy that had come 
into the old house ? Esther could hardly tell, but she 
knew that the old woman's hands were hot, and her 
eyes over-bright, and tenderness and long, long habit 
of care overcame all other feelings for the moment. 

When she was alone, she tried to think over what 
had happened, but she felt instead, which is fatal to 
meditation. 

Esther was a person in whom people were naturally 
inclined to confide ; she had heard many love-stories, 
for she was both sympathetic and honourable. Yet no 
love-story of young man or girl had ever so nearly 
touched her as did that description of the son's home- 
coming. The elderly grizzled son, and the old woman 
who had never spoken of him. 

" So I held out my arms — that hatd been empty all 
these years." 

" And all these years I never guessed that they felt 
empty," thought Esther. " But at least they are full 
now." Then she noticed that tears had fallen on her 
hands, and indignantly brushed them away. " As if I 
had any need to cry,** she said. 



CHAPTER III 
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But which Pretender is, and which is King, 
God bless us all ! is quite another thing.'' 

MAJOR I RED ALE walked across the park 
which was one day to be his. He noted 
that the trees were terribly in need of thinning, and 
that the fences were out of repair. He had a bad 
opinion of Mrs. Mordaunt's land agent; but the old 
lady was obstinate, and he knew by much irritating 
experience that she would never listen to advice. It 
was a pity this knowledge did not prevent his offer- 
ing it. 

Major Iredale has been set before the reader in an 
unpleasing light, for he was a cause of irritation to 
Mrs. Mordaunt, both because he was heir to the estate, 
and because he had an arbitrary will which clashed 
with her own. As for Esther, her judgment was apt 
to be biassed by her affection; yet, for all his un- 
popularity at Applehurst, he was by no means an 
heir to be ashamed of There is no doubt that 
he might have been the pride and joy of some old 
ladies. He was kind when he was given way to; 
chivalrous to weakness, honest as daylight. He had 
been remarkably handsome in his youth, and he was 
a fine-looking man still. His fifty years sat lightly 
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on his shoulders. His dark eyes were keen as 
ever. Mrs. Mordaunt had dubbed them "calculating 
eyes," but if it were true that they were over sharp 
to note blemishes, whether in curtains or characters, 
on the other hand they had never been ashamed 
to look anyone in the face. For the rest, the 
Major's features were (like his cousin's) regular and 
well-cut. His mouth was hidden with a heavy black 
moustache, which was a pity, for it was a good 
mouth, expressive of self-restraint, and of some sad- 
ness too, which, had it been visible, might have 
softened the general impression of hardness. His 
voice was harsh, and his manner too dictatorial. 

Squire Iredale had always been held up to the 
Major as a bad example and the "wicked man" of 
the family, but Mrs. Mordaunt liked to annoy her 
nephew by vowing she saw a strong likeness between 
him and that reprobate. 

" My poor father was an eccentric sinner, and a 
bit of a bully," she would say. He had a loud 
voice, and bawled drinking-songs in a pot-house. 
He was also a fine rider and a first-rate shot. 
You are a fine rider too, Curtis, and I hear you 
preach sermons to your tenants. My poor father 
couldn't abide a Whig. You remember the story 
of his rousing Bob Hatch out of bed and chiveying 
him across Battle Down with a hunting-crop ? A dis- 
graceful story, you say ? Well, someone told me you 
took away your custom from the grocer at Highbury 
on account of his having voted for the Radical candi- 
date. Yes, there is certainly a resemblance." 

" It only exists in your extraordinarily lively 
imagination. Cousin Rebecca," the Major would reply 
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drily; but, indeed, there were days on which he 
considered his cousin something worse than '^ imagina- 
tive." 

And yet, for all her gibes, and for all his deep 
disapproval of her and her ways, it was not only 
self-interest that made him still pay his annual visit 
to Applehurst. The Major had been a prime 
favourite with old Mr. Mordaunt. In his youth he 
had spent much of his leave at Applehurst, had been 
flattered by the old man's consulting him about the 
management of the estate, and had grown tenaciously 
attached to the place and all belonging to it. In 
one sense of the word he was "attached" even to 
his Cousin Rebecca. She might flout his opinions, 
she might be, and was, to his mind, the type of all 
that a woman should not be, but he never forgot 
that he was her nearest male relative ; he would have 
come to her aid in any emergency. He was a 
born Conservative, to whom the breaking of a long 
habit would seem almost like the relinquishing of 
a duty. 

The October day was exquisitely beautiful, as 
October in England can be. The trees flamed 
with crimson and gold, the sky was blue with that 
wonderfully pure and dazzling blue that comes be- 
fore and after heavy rain. The smell of burning 
weeds was in the crisp air. The Major followed 
the grass path under the beeches, looking sharply 
to right and left. The scene was full of colour as 
some illuminated missal. 

" It's certainly a nice little property — or would be, if 
it were in better order," thought he. 

Presently he descried Esther coming to meet him. 
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Her grey dress glimmered among the orange-tinted 
leaves; he was pleased to see her. The nice little 
property would always want something, a finishing 
touch of grace and sentiment, if she were not there. 

His face brightened, and he quickened his steps, 
and greeted her with an evident pleasure that made 
her feel rueful, almost guilty, though it was certainly 
not her fault that she was the bearer of most dis- 
maying news. 

" I've come to meet you, because I want to talk 
to you, Curtis," she said. But he did not under- 
stand that there was an especial subject which she 
wished to broach, and the revelation hung fire. 

" I am glad to see you, Cousin Esther," said he. 
(Esther was not, in truth, related to him by any tie 
of kinship, but he had always firmly insisted that 
they should count each other as cousins). " It was 
a good thought, and we might take the path to 
the left, which will lengthen the way to the house, 
eh? My hostess is probably not so very impatient 
for my company. By the bye, I was thinking while 
I came along, that, if she would only consent to 
be guided by someone who knows something about 
the management of land," — and he proceeded to ex- 
plain the alterations which might advantageously be 
put in hand, if so unlikely a conversion were to occur. 
He talked fluently, gesticulating slightly, laying down 
the law with energy. Esther, heeding none of the de- 
tails of his advice, yet listened to him with compunction. 

Every step was bringing them nearer to the house, 
and there, perhaps actually in the drawing-room, was 
this stranger, who was yet no stranger, but already of 
first importance. 
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" Of course I am aware that my cousin prides herself 
on her independence, and will listen to no suggestion 
of mine," went on the Major, winding up his remarks 
in that piqued tone which his " Cousin Rebecca " mis- 
chievously enjoyed rousing. 

" Perhaps no woman is really independent ; there is 
generally one person who can turn her world upside 
down," said Esther. 

She wished to prepare the way for disclosure, to 
give him a hint of what was in store for him. But 
the Major brushed aside her delicate warnings with 
an impatient sweep. 

" I do not want to turn anyone's world upside down. 
That, if you will pardon me, Esther, is an exagger- 
ated expression." 

Esther laughed almost hysterically. " You ? I was 
not speaking of you, Curtis. No, you could not do that, 
indeed. I was speaking of someone else. Someone whom 
Cousin Becky loves. I have something to tell you." 

They had nearly reached the house now, were, in- 
deed, in the field on the far side of the lawn. The 
Major stood still, turned round, and looked full at 
Esther. "Why, my dear Esther, you are quite 
nervous," he rejoined. " Why did you not say before 
that you had something to tell me? You need not 
try to spare my nerves, as if I were a delicate lady. 
Come, we will sit on that log under the maple tree. 
Now, what is it?" 

" Something has happened," replied Esther. 

She came to a full stop, for that fact by itself was 
surprising to her. After months of monotony, after a 
life unnaturally quiet, a sharp turn in the road took 
her breath away. 

3 
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Then she began again at another end of the story. 
" Curtis, do you remember Cousin Becky's son ? " 

" Perfectly," replied the Major. He frowned, as if 
the memory were distasteful. " Perfectly — for I do not 
forget faces. In that respect my memory is remark- 
ably clear. I could swear to the identity of anyone 
with whom I have once conversed. I was but twenty- 
four years of age when I last saw Gatton, and he was a 
lad of seventeen. It is exactly thirty years since he 
died, but his figure is as clear to my mind's eye, as — 
well, as yours is." 

" What was he like ? " cried Esther eagerly. " Surely 
he was not at all like the portrait that hangs in the 
library ? " 

" That picture flattered him," said the Major. " He 
was a sickly-looking youth, with sloping shoulders and 
a narrow chest. He was not a good lad, and I should 
say that he was rather below the average standard of 
intelligence. He was a thorn in his mother's side from 
the time he was in the nursery. He was a sneaking 
little coward, and he was afraid of her ; but poor old 
Mr. Mordaunt pampered him. It was a case of * Spare 
the rod and spoil the child.' Gatton was spoilt by his 
father from the time he could crawl." 

" But his hair could never have been sandy," rejoined 
Esther. 

" Pardon me. Sandy it certainly was. But may I 
ask what the colour of Gatton Mordaunt's hair has to 
do with us at present ? " 

" He was supposed to have been drowned in some 
Italian bay, was he not ? " 

" He was drowned. There was no room for reason- 
able doubt on that score. He probably went out too 
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far, the tide turned, and he was unable to swim back 
against it — or he may have been seized with cramp. 
He was never a strong swimmer. His clothes and his 
watch were left on the beach of the cove ; his body 
came ashore many miles farther north, some days later. 
It was no longer recognisable, but was reverently 
buried by some Roman Catholic fishermen in the 
cemetery of St. Paolo. I recollect these details, because 
I w£is spending my leave at Applehurst when the news 
came. I had no home of my own, and my Cousin 
Rebecca and her old husband were good enough to 
make me welcome here. After Gatton's death I 
became heir to Applehurst, and my position was 
changed. 

" Mr. Mordaunt became much more attached to me, 
but Aunt Rebecca seemed to nurse a grudge from that 
date. Mr. Mordaunt was an old man for his years. 
He could not have been more than seventy-seven when 
his son died, but he looked ninety, and he became 
feeble in mind after that. Cousin Rebecca was forty 
years his junior, I believe, and a masterful woman — as 
she is still. I never saw her shed any tears for Gatton. 
What grief she felt was probably tempered by relief, 
I should say." 

" You would say quite wrong ! " cried Esther. " I 
don't think you could ever have understood Cousin 
Becky in the least ! She loved her son passionately, 
and has longed for him all these many years." 

" Has she, indeed ? " replied the Major drily. " Well, 
Cousin Esther, I fancy IVe an inkling of what it is you 
are trying to tell me. Someone has been writing a 
letter purporting to contain news relating to Gatton's 
death, or possibly the writer has unearthed a grandson, 
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eh? Gatton was only seventeen, to be sure! but he 
was precocious in some ways, though backward in 
others. I shouldn't have thought my Aunt Rebecca 
likely to be soft about that kind of thing, but she is 
getting old — and one never quite knows " — 

"A letter? Oh, if it were only a letter!" cried 
Esther. " He has come back, Curtis ! No letter, but 
Gatton himself! Not that he is in the least like the 
person you describe, but then how should he be after 
thirty years? He is not feeble-looking, and he is as 
dark as you are. Of course, if he was only seventeen 
when he was drowned, he has had time to change. 
She is so happy — so excited ; she is like another woman. 
Her eyes follow him about the room, and she gives 
way to him about everything, and that is the greatest 
miracle of all to me " (Esther's voice broke momentarily), 
" to see how she has changed and softened, and how 
she loves him." 

" Good God ! Here's a pretty business," said the 
Major. " How long has this been going on ? When 
did this fellow first turn up?" 

" I believe his letter reached Cousin Becky on the 
day on which you were to have come to us. She was 
very excited that evening, but I did not guess what 
was the matter. He came himself a week later." 

"You should have written to me at once. You 
should never have allowed him to hang about the place 
for a whole week. So my cousin actually believes that 
Gatton — Gatton who was buried when we were all 
young — is risen from the dead ! She is not a simpleton 
either," he added meditatively. 

" She believes that he pretended that he was drowned. 
He has always lived in her heart." 
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" Well, this means some trouble at the best — and at 
the worst" — 

" What do you call the best, and what do you call 
the worst ? " asked Esther sharply. 

The Major, who always hardened at opposition, 
defined his position clearly. " At the best, this man is 
an impudent impostor who deserves whipping, if not 
hanging," said he. " And, since my cousin has taken it 
into her head that he is not an impostor, we shall have 
a fine to-do over the unmasking. At the worst, Gatton 
Mordaunt really has come to light again. If that were 
so, it would be a misfortune for all connected with him, 
for he was as thoroughly vicious a youth as it was ever 
my ill-luck to meet. It would be a black day for the 
property, and for the tenants, and for his mother, that 
saw him back. To my mind it is not in the slightest 
degree likely that the worst has happened. If Gatton 
had been above ground, we should have had trouble 
before now. But I've lived too many years in the 
world to say off-hand that the event is actually im- 
possible. When I see this claimant, I shall know what 
he is, anyhow ! " 

His certainty recalled Mrs. Mordaunt's words to 
Esther's mind. 

" They'll all swear against me ! That dear cousin 
of mine will take his oath that he'd know my boy 
better than does the mother who bore him." 

"You don't think much about Cousin Becky's feel- 
ings," she cried, with some heat. " You say that her 
only son's return is the worst that could happen ; yet to 
her it is the very best ! Surely, if she recognises him, 
that is a proof in itself Is she the kind of woman 
to be bamboozled? Or are mothers in the habit of 
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taking strangers for their dead sons? Why, Cousin 
Becky is as shrewd and sensible a person as you'll meet 
in a twelvemonth; and about this she should know 
better than you." 

" I fear the fellow has got round you already," said 
the Major in some consternation. " I am sorry for it, 
Esther. I hoped you had more sense. Whichever 
way you take the matter, if you put sentiment on one 
side (which is just what you never will do) this is 
troublesome news ! " 

He got up and walked towards the house; for he 
was prompt in making up his mind, as those people 
are who see all things at a direct angle and^in a clear, 
dry light, and who are untroubled by side glimpses, or 
misleading effects of atmosphere. Only Esther tried to 
stop him, because, to her mind, as perhaps to most 
women's, happiness seemed an easily broken and perish- 
able possession, and she was tender of her old cousin's 
late-found joy." 

" Oh, wait ! be very careful ! She is getting old. 
Be gentle, Curtis ! " Esther cried ; but he did not heed, 
being not unnaturally impatient, of such remonstrances. 

Esther followed him, laughing ruefully. One might 
just as well say to the Fates, " Be careful, lest your 
shears cut someone's life in two ! " 



CHAPTER IV 

"A lie, which is all a lie, may be met and fought with outright, 
A lie which is part a truth is a harder matter to fight." 

ESTHER followed the Major into the drawing- 
room, where sat Mrs. Mordaunt, upright, more 
alert than usual, and with the light of battle in her 
eyes. All traces of the weakness that had so touched 
the younger woman were gone now. Mrs. Mordaunt 
would never be weak before a foe, 

"Well, Curtis, Fm doubly pleased to see you, for 
IVe news to tell," said she, " You didn't expect that, 
Tm sure. WeVe been dead-alive for a long time! 
Your kind visits the only break in our lives, eh, Esther ? 
But now we have news — fine, stirring news for you." 

Mrs. Mordaunt was more prettily dressed than usual. 
She had a fine old lace scarf over her head, and lace 
ruffles at her wrists. That Spanish lace had not seen 
the light for many and many a long year. It smelt of 
cedar-wood and camphor. It gave Esther an object- 
lesson. A woman is a woman to her dying day, how- 
ever old she may be. At seventy-five she may yet 
bring out her best, to signify her joy at the coming of 
her beloved, for she is seldom a materialist, her clothes 
are always symbolic to her. 

" Esther has told me your news," rejoined the Major. 

" And you congratulate me ? " said she. " You 
have always disapproved of my management of my 

89 
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own property. Old women are not fitted to be rulers, 
are they? They should confine themselves to being 
figure-heads, and employ a good prime minister. My 
prime minister has come at last. A little late in the 
day, perhaps — only just in time — but Fve kept the 
place for him. No one has ever taken it — no, no — 
no one in the whole world can take the son's place." 

" My dear Cousin," said the Major, " you will forgive 
my saying that this is a grave matter which requires 
impartial and matter-of-fact investigation." 

He felt intensely irritated. Esther had been in- 
clined to be sentimental; but her gentle feminine 
tenderness was as nothing compared to the fierce 
triumphant exultation of this old woman. 

" Ah ! " said she. " There are facts and facts, Curtis. 
But here comes one of *em to answer for himself — here 
is my son." The door opened while she spoke, and 
the stranger strolled into the room. 

The Major turned stiffly, put up his eye-glass, and 
then let it drop with a grim, contemptuous smile. 
Whatever he had expected to see, this man was evi- 
dently a surprise to him. 

"Dear me! You were boys when you met last. 
You can hardly be expected to recognise each other," 
said Mrs. Mordaunt briskly. She knitted very fast, 
dropping her stitches recklessly. 

" I certainly cannot pretend that I recognise you, sir," 
said the Major drily. 

" Ah ! you haven't my memory for faces, or perhaps 
I haven't worn so well as you, but I should have known 
you anywhere," replied the stranger. 

The cool assurance of the remark warmed the Major's 
blood. " Cousin Rebecca," said he, " I do not wish to 
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speak to this (he made a wry face) gentleman in your 
and my Cousin Esther's presence. Perhaps you will 
allow me to show him the way to the library, where we 
can be undisturbed for a few minutes." 

The old lady drew herself up, " My son must of 
course do as he pleases," 

The stranger glanced at the clock. " It is nearly 
time to dress for dinner, but, if you'll kindly follow me, 
I'm at your service. I have not forgotten the way to 
the library." 

He went out of the room first, and the Major followed 
with his teeth clenched. 

The library was a gloomy room. The trees which, 
in the Major's opinion, so sadly needed thinning, had 
spread their branches too close to its windows, and the 
heavy flock paper was darkened with age. 

Old Mr. Mordaunt had never loved books ; though, 
when increasing infirmities had bereft him of the power 
for other enjoyments, he had taken a mild interest in 
bindings. Handsome, unappreciated volumes, clothed 
in purple and gold, lined the mahogany bookcases. 
They had seldom been opened. The Major recollected 
that he had once arranged a set of classics with his 
own hands on the shelf on which they had stood un- 
disturbed from that day to this. Mr. Mordaunt had 
directed his labours from the red-velvet-coloured arm- 
chair with big wheels, that had now been pushed into 
a far comer. It seemed to the Major that his Cousin 
Rebecca had pushed all memories of her husband into 
the background. He disapproved her attitude. A 
widow should be a widow indeed, not a cheerfully inde- 
pendent person, who neither asks nor accepts protection. 

The stranger lit a lamp and stood under it, with 
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the light falling full on his face. Behind him was 
the writing-table at which Mr. Mordaunt had been 
accustomed to sit, talking querulously, and holding a 
pen between palsied, shaking fingers. Over the writing- 
table hung the portrait of the only son of the house. 

The Major glanced at that portrait, .and was 
astounded at the impudence of the claimant. He 
had despised and disliked his Cousin Gatton with 
the thoroughgoing contempt of a healthy youth for 
a feeble degenerate type ; yet he felt as if now— after 
all these years — he was in some strange fashion forced 
into being that despised boy's defender. This fellow 
was robbing the dead. 

" There is no use in carrying on the farce with me," 
said he, in his strong, harsh voice, "because, un- 
fortunately for you, I have a clear recollection of my 
Cousin Gatton Mordaunt — I need say no more." 

The stranger following the direction of the Major's 
glance, looked quickly behind him, and then shrugged 
his shoulders. 

" That portrait was never in the least like me," he 
said coolly. " I may as well own at once that it's 
damnably unlike now." 

The Major laughed grimly. He could almost have 
fancied that the weak mouth and shifty blue eyes of 
the portrait smiled mockingly in reply. 

" But thirty yecws is a long time," continued the 
stranger. " We are none of us what we were when I 
left England. This is not much like my mother 
nowadays either, is it ? " 

He thrust his hand into his breast-pocket, and draw- 
ing out a small leathern case, handed it to the Major, 
who opened it in silence. The case was worn and 
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stained, and the miniature within was faded. Mrs. 
Mordaunt was represented at that most unbecoming 
stage of a woman's life when she has lost the freshness 
of youth, but has not yet attained to the dignity of 
age. It was an over-laboured and vulgar production. 
The black hair was inartistically arranged in hard 
glossy bands, the black eyes were made to languish, 
the strong and vigorous character of the original was 
scarcely hinted at. The Major would hardly have 
recognised that the picture was intended to be a 
portrait of his aunt, had it not been for the belt set 
with Indian stones, which was faithfully and elaborately 
rendered, and which he had often seen her wear. 

" How did you get this ? " he asked shortly. 

" It was given to me by my mother (who had it 
taken expressly for me) just before I left England 
thirty years ago," replied the stranger, " It has 
knocked about with me ever since." 

The Major stared hard and shook his head. " That 
is a lie," said he, " for you are not Mrs. Mordaunt's son." 

If this claimant had, even in the slightest degree 
resembled Gatton, the Major felt that he would have 
listened with some appearance of patience. If, for 
example, he had possessed sloping shoulders and light- 
coloured blinking eyes, if he had stammered as Gatton 
had always stammered when nervous or excited; but 
the imposture was too bare-faced. It was impossible 
to accord it a polite semblance of consideration. Yet 
the next moment a flash of genuine unmistakable 
anger in his opponent's eyes startled him. Genuine 
indignation is singularly convincing; and why should 
a rogue mind being dubbed a liar? 

The stranger made a quick movement to regain 
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possession of the portrait The Major in his surprise 
recoiled; somehow the little case fell to the ground 
between them. A hinge broke in the fall, and the 
miniature, which had been fastened into the velvet 
lining, fell out. The Major stooped to pick it up. A 
scrap of paper, yellow with age, was gummed at the 
back of the ivory. He held it under the light and 
read the faded writing aloud, slowly and with difBculty. 

"To my dear son. March iSth, 1863. 'Many 
waters shall not quench love.' Rebecca Mordaunt" 

" That is mine," said the stranger gravely. 

Somehow the anger that had flamed suddenly be- 
tween the two men was sobered. The Major hesitated 
for a second, and then returned the case to him. 

" No — that can't be," he said. " For it is her son's, 
and he lies in his coffin. How you have come by 
Gatton Mordaunt's property I don't know ; but, since 
you have come by it, and since Mrs. Mordaunt believes 
in you, there is nothing for it but to take the matter 
seriously, and see it through. I do not know what 
other cards you may have up your sleeve, but I think 
you'll stand in the dock for this." 

He looked again at Gatton Mordaunt's smirking 
portrait, and then at the brown, keen face of the man 
who stood before him. Somehow, impostor though he 
believed this stranger to be, he liked him better than 
he liked the memory of his cousin. 

" Look here," said he, " the way you are going leads 
to the gallows, but you've not the look of the born gaol- 
bird. You are healthy and well made; and I don't 
think you are a coward. Perhaps the hunger of some- 
one who hangs on to you has driven you to play a 
mad game ; but it won't pay, man. Turn round while 
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you can ! Go out of that door, and out of this house, 
while youVe still the chance. Throw it up ! " 

An odd expression crossed the stranger's face, and 
then he laughed. 

" Why, you're not a bad sort, Major," said he, " but 
I am not in the least hungry, thank you ; and in all 
the world there is only one old woman who clings to 
me, and she's waiting in the next room." 

And at that the Major was ashamed of his own 
impulse. It had been surely the acme of folly to 
appeal to a non-existent better nature; the sort of 
sentimental folly that a woman (such as Esther) might 
be pardoned for, but which was inexcusable in himself. 
He turned on his heel, and left the room, without 
deigning another word, good or bad. 

Esther was anxiously waiting him on the landing 
upstairs. She had slipped quickly into her grey tea- 
gown, and was leaning over the balusters watching for 
the opening of the library door. It is the old-fashioned 
type of woman who waits anxiously — but in some 
respects Esther was old-fashioned. Her life had run 
in a somewhat narrow groove between high walls; 
there had been little scope for action in it ; sometimes 
she had panted for more fresh air and a wider view, 
but, since that W£is denied, she instinctively made the 
most of what emotional outlet she had. All that con- 
cerned her old cousin was of vital importance to her. 

" Well, Curtis, what conclusion have you come to ? " 
she inquired. 

The Major was still angry with himself, and he fairly 
snorted with disgust and contempt. " For cool impert- 
inence I've never seen the fellow's equal ! " he replied. 
" I must own that my Cousin Rebecca's £issurance so far 
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impressed me that I expected that the man would at 
least bear some sort of likeness to her son, or to what 
her son might have become in the course of years." 

" And does he ? " asked Esther faintly. 

" Does he ? " shouted the Major. " Gatton — why 
Gatton was a spindle-legged, narrow-chested weakling. 
If a hundred years had passed, they couldn't have 
turned him into a swarthy rascal of this description. 
It is preposterous! I could hardly contain myself 
when my aunt turned to the beggar with her * Here is 
my son.' Her son, indeed ! I could have laughed 
aloud, if it had not been for her presence. I spoke 
my mind as soon as he and I were alone. If this 
were my house I should send for the police without 
loss of time ; and so I shall tell Cousin Rebecca." 

" Indeed, I hope you will say nothing of the sort," 
cried Esther with spirit. "After all, Curtis, she has 
as much (and more) right to her opinion as you have 
to yours. You cannot insult her guest in her house, 
whatever you may think of him." 

" Insult ? " cried the Major. " Good heavens, my 
dear Esther! If you saw a burglar rifling the old 
lady's drawers, should you stand on ceremony with him, 
and say it was * insulting ' to have him handcuffed ? " 

The sounding of the dinner bell prevented Esther's 
answer, and was something of a relief. 

" Whoever is a knave, and whoever^ is a fool, we 
must eat," said she, attempting to smile, " and I begin 
to think that that's rather a comfort." 

But the Major shook his head. " Pardon me," said 
he, " but it is impossible that I should sit down to 
dinner with that rogue. If he takes the son's place 
to-night, I leave this house." 



THE ALIEN 47 

His decision was unmistakable, and Esther did not 
attempt to argue the point. It wounded her hospitable 
instinct sorely to let a guest go away dinnerless, but 
she hoped, rather against hope, that her Cousin Becky's 
good sense might somehow avert such a catastrophe. 

" I will go to speak to my cousin," said she. 
" You do not make the difficult position easier, Curtis, 
by trying to carry matters with such a high hand." 

" I did not make the difficult position," said the 
Major, " and, if it depended on me, there'd be a quick 
end to it." 

Esther descended the stairs slowly. The sudden 
rush of events and clash of wills almost took her 
breath away. The drawing-room door was open, and 
she caught a glimpse of the stranger and Mrs. Mor- 
daunt standing together, he with his arm round the 
old woman's waist. The sight brought a lump to 
Esther's throat, and her steps lagged more. 

The stranger saw her coming, and smiled appreci- 
atively. He had lived in one of the Spanish republics 
of South America, and in that far-off world had at one 
time taken a not unimportant hand in a very stormy 
political game. He had come across English women 
out there (for, indeed, they are to be met everywhere), 
but he had seen no English ladies of Esther's kind. 

" Your adopted daughter has the dignity of an old 
French miniature," he said. " The younger generation 
of women is not so graceful as she is." 

" Is Esther no longer young ? " said Mrs. Mordaunt, 
surprised. " Well ! " as Esther came into the room, 
"and where is my dear nephew?" 

There was no use in mincing matters. " He will 
not break bread in this house," said Esther, " if Mr." — 
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she hesitated for a second, and the stranger helped 
her out 

"Why not Rip Van Winkle?" said he. "That 
binds you to nothing." 

" Stays and takes the host's place to-night," 

" Ah ! " said Mrs. Mordaunt, drawing herself up, 
"that is unfortunate. Please ring the bell, my dear, 
and tell them not to wait dinner." 

" Can nothing be done ? " said Esther, 

" Since when have I allowed Curtis to put a veto on 
my invitations ? " said her cousin. 

But the stranger interposed. " Never ! Tm sure. 
But all the same, if it's a case of his going fasting 
away, I should prefer to be the one to beat a retreat — 
though only for to-night." 

Mrs. Mordaunt frowned. "You? No; you stay 
with me, my son." 

The stranger shook his head, and drew her closer 
to him. 

" Why, I am conducting this campaign. Just trust 
to me, mother. I can very well afford not to behave 
like a ruffian ; " and, to Esther's surprise, Mrs. Mordaunt 
gave way, though unwillingly. 

" Please present my compliments to Major Iredale, 
and tell him that I will not put him to the incon- 
venience of going out to-night, seeing that the last 
train to town this evening left at 7.30, and the next is 
not till the small hours of the morning. The White 
Hart is uncomfortable — especially on fair nights," said 
Rip Van Winkle urbanely. 

"And tell him from me, that the soup is getting 
cold, and we are hungry," added Mrs. Mordaunt briskly. 

The Major received both messages in absolute 
silence, and followed Esther to the dining-room. 



CHAPTER V 

''Grant, I beseech Thee, Lord, that by the humility that becomes the 
creature, and by the pride Thy greatness demands, I may adore Thee 
always."— VlTTORI A COLONNA. 

THE stranger wandered out into the freshness of 
the sweet-scented night. 

He had called himself " Rip Van Winkle," but, save 
in the matter of circumstance, he did not bear much 
resemblance to that easy-going ne'er-do-weel. He 
laughed to himself while he loitered on the lawn out- 
side the dining-room windows. He had lost his dinner, 
but the Major's would certainly be salted with chagrin. 
It amused him to imagine how furious that gentleman 
must be over the polite message delivered by Esther. 
His laughter was slightly malicious, albeit he had 
expressed a genuine appreciation when he had declared 
in whimsical admiration, "Why, you are not a bad 
sort, Major ! " 

A vein of bitterness, not observable at first, for he 
was seldom morose or ill-tempered, tainted this man's 
character. It is small beer that turns sour, and yet, 
by some curious contradiction, he had some of the 
qualities of greatness. Perhaps it was a perception 
of this fact that often made women like him, for to 
them the " might-have-been " always appeals strongly. 
But his merriment died away under the quieting 
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influence of the hour. ^He looked up at the stars 
through the black hands of the cedar tree. lip had 
not thought that he should ever stand on this spot 
again, and he shook himself with a curious dog-like 
gesture, as if he would fain shake off the crowding 
memories of his youth. Somehow the sight of the 
lawn at night was more than he could bear. 

He jumped the fence and struck across the field. 
And while he walked, the smell of the English grass 
under his feet gave him the same sensation that had 
assailed him when the stars peeped back at him. He 
was not aware that he had ever been homesick during 
all the years that he had been away, but he had been 
born in this land, and its spirit spoke to him through 
all his keen senses. 

An owl screeched as she flew by a-hunting. It was 
too dark to see her tawny markings, but he knew just 
how she looked, and he guessed that she lived in the 
ruined tower in the distance. He heard a bat squeak, 
and a rabbit scamper in a thicket to the left. He 
remembered that rooks used to roost in the elm to 
the right, A frightened hare started from under his 
feet, and tore away over the hill, as if all the furies 
were pursuing her. 

The place was as it had been in his boyhood, but 
he had not realised how deep was the impression it 
had made on him, because boyhood is impressed un- 
consciously. Nor had he guessed that to revisit it 
would make him feel that, while this sweet English 
world was all alive with the shy eager life of little 
furred and feathered compatriots, he himself was a 
ghost belonging to other days, a ghost who had no 
business to return. A stream fringed with alders and 
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rushes ran at the bottom of the field He stood still 
to flften to its voice. The rushes, betrayers of the 
secret of King Midas, rustled whisperingly and mysteri- 
ously together. It was natural that the old king 
should have unburdened his heart to them, for the 
sound of running water touches the emotions and 
relaxes the fibres of self-control. 

The wooden bridge that the newcomer remembered, 
had rotted with age, and had been swept down the 
stream in bits. No violent repairs were carried out on 
this property. He crossed the stream by the stepping- 
stones, for the moon gave light enough. 

On the other side a footpath meandered up a grassy 
hill, on the top of which was a ruined tower, once part 
of a very old church, which was said to have belonged 
to an abbey of which every other trace had long ago 
disappeared. 

The stranger ascended the hill nimbly enough, but 
as he neared the tower, was arrested by the sound 
of a voice rising and falling in a monologue. He 
listened for a minute, then approached the building 
softly, and peeped in. The ruin was unroofed, but 
an altar, formed of three slabs of the yellow stone of 
the country, was raised under what had been the east 
window. On the altar a silver lamp was burning, and 
before it stood an old man, bareheaded. His shadow, 
thrown by the lamp -light, moved grotesquely along 
across the grass and nettles. He threw up both his 
hands, crying aloud, with an action which was as joyful 
and as free from self-consciousness as is the upward 
flight of a lark. 

" Praise be to Thee," he cried, " Who art the Life of 
all the Living. Praise be to Thee for the joy of all 
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these Thy creatures who fly by night Praise be to 
Thee for the rest of those who sleep. To Thy Aercy 
we commend all those who suffer ; to Thy infinite justice 
all those who sin: For ever and ever. Amen." 

The passion of adoration was in the man's voice and 
gesture while he cried " Praise." The concluding sen- 
tences were like the fall of the lark to earth, and he 
dropped on his knees at the " Amen," covering his face 
with his hands — thin, nervous hands, the hands of poet 
or artist. 

The stranger very gently drew back. He had seen 
many strange sights during the course of his life, but 
this struck him as among the strangest. He sat 
down on the grass a few yards away from the chapel 
arid waited. Presently the old man came out and 
walked towards him, his chin tilted slightly. The 
stranger whistled a tune softly, in order to attract 
attention. His interest was very much alive just 
then. 

The old man stood still and shook his head. ^* Is 
that you, Jan Steevens ? " said he. 

" No," said the stranger, " my name is not Jan 
Steevens." 

" I beg your pardon, sir," said the old man courteously. 
" I feared that you were setting traps, but, now that 
you have spoken, I know very well that you are not 
one of my poaching parishioners, nor of this country- 
side." 

" I left these parts long ago, when I was a lad," re- 
joined Rip Van Winkle, " and went to see the world. 
I've lately returned, having seen enough of it ; but, 
supposing I had been setting traps, don't you think 
it was just a bit risky to interfere ? " 
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" There was no risk," said the old man. " Can you 
not see that I am blind ? " 

" Ah ! " said the stranger quickly. " Then you have 
been here twenty-nine summers. It was in the fall of 
the leaf that I left England, and I remember that a 
blind parson was expected." 

They walked on together by mutual consent; the 
blind man needed no help, but stepped along firmly 
and surely. They had talked for some time on many 
subjects before he said, " May I ask who you are ? " 

" I am the son of Mrs. Mordaunt, of Applehurst," 
replied the stranger. " For many years my mother 
believed me to be dead. I never meant to return to 
England. When I left I intended to cut the connec- 
tion between my old self and my new self for ever. My 
old self was an undesirable sort of acquaintance, who 
had got into more than one scrape. I'm not at all 
certain that it wouldn't have been far wiser to have 
left him in his grave, but something drew me across 
the sea." 

" Her longing for you probably did that," said the 
old man. " I am rejoiced that you have come back to 
her." 

" Thanks," rejoined the stranger; "you are the second 
person who is glad I have come back. That is more 
than I expected. I had thought there could be only 
one, and, to tell the truth, I was doubtful even of her, 
for I was always more of a trouble than a blessing to 
her ; but " — (his mouth twitched, for his mother's 
welcome had impressed him strongly) — " but she has 
missed me all these years. It's the kind of fact that 
staggers one. Perhaps, if I had realised it, I might 
have turned up before; but, so far as the old world was 
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concerned, I thought I was much better dead, and after 
the first five years it got very misty and far off. My 
real life was out there." 

He pointed West while he spoke, for he gesticulated 
more than do most Englishmen, " And is buried out 
there — for I can't be alive in two places at once, can 
I?" 

" Have you left a wife there ? " asked the old man. 

Rip Van Winkle nodded. "Oh yes, — in a grave, 
too," he said. " But I did my level best to keep her 
out of it. I held her as tight as I could, but — well, after 
all that, you know, there was nothing more to be done ; 
so one day I woke up and remembered, and came back 
to England." 

The old man made a quick gesture of sympathy. 
He was one to whom all kinds of people told all sorts 
of things. It was as safe to confide in him as to con- 
fide in the trees or the earth. His blindness set him 
in a place apart, and yet he had a peculiarly strong 
power of divining sympathy. It seemed as if God, in 
closing the physical channel by which ordinary men 
get in touch with their fellows, had quickened the 
spiritual insight. It was extremely difficult to most 
people to lie to him. 

" You had been ill," he said. 

" I had a turn of low fever, which ought to have 
finished me, but didn't I don't know how you guessed 
that, but perhaps you hold converse with spirits ? We 

lived in C s part of the year, for I was a member 

of the Congress. But I never could stick to any town 
too long — I want to relapse into the other kind of life 
after a month or two of walls and ceilings. Ske under- 
stood that well enough. I've done a variety of things 
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in the course of my life, and I've done them all well, 
up to a certain point. The bother is, that, as soon as 
I'm settled in a groove, I sicken of it — sicken till I 
must change or go mad. It's like the wandering Jew 
curse. Yet, if she had stayed by me, I should still be 
in Venezuela." 

" I think that you will find her again," said the old 
man, and the remark was so evidently free from cant, 
and so simply an expression of personal opinion, that 
the stranger could not be offended. 

He had not spoken of the woman he called wife 
since he had landed in England. His mother had 
evinced strangely little curiosity on the subject. Her 
whole mind was feverishly possessed by the thought 
that she had got him back, and that she must keep 
him at all costs. For his part, he had not desired 
either to speak or to think of that " other life." But 
now, as he walked in the sweet dark night, he experi- 
enced a curious sensation of being spirit with spirit, 
rather than man with man. The barrier of space that 
he had set between past and present, seemed to melt ; 
the underlying pain that was at his heart to find some 
expression. He described with characteristic pictur- 
esqueness and vividness how an epidemic of low fever 
had swept the forest district to which he had gone for 
freedom and change, and how his little son had sickened 
and died. He had done what he could, always with a 
hopeless sense of fighting something too strong for him, 
and then, being worsted, had laid himself down to die ; 
but, owing to his " confoundedly wiry constitution," had 
found that he was at last getting better, he hardly knew 
how or why. 

During the time that the fever was on him he kept 
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seeing his mother in the room, watching him with eager, 
longing eyes. Not old as she was now, but as he 
remembered her when he was a lad, strong and erect 
He had not consciously thought about her for years. 
He averred that he had deliberately put aside and for- 
gotten all that belonged to his boyhood ; yet, when he 
came to his senses a lonely man, without wife or child, 
the vision that had so constantly haunted his sick fancy 
still appealed to his mind. He suddenly decided that 
he might as well go north, and see whether by any 
chance his mother was still alive. 

Then he repeated again in rather awed tones, " The 
odd thing about it is that my mother knew me directly. 
She says she has waited for me, and that she could not 
die without seeing me. I should hardly have known 
her, she's very old now ! " 

" Her flesh is growing weak," said the old man, and 
he added, as if that were the simplest and most natural 
solution of the facts narrated, " so no doubt her soul 
went to yours, and led you to come to her." 

Rip Van Winkle shrugged his shoulders. " At this 
time of night, and in present company, one may believe 
anything," he said. 

Then his curiosity got the better of his manners. 
" I was always something of a night bird, but may I 
ask, sir, whether you are in the habit of taking these 
long nocturnal rambles ? *' 

The old man pointed with his stick. " My cottage 
lies just in the hollow of the coombe there. We shall 
strike the old Roman road when we have gone through 
that gate at the side of the field. Then I shall only 
have a few yards more to walk, so you see I have not 
come so very far. Yes, I go often to the church up 
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there. It seemed to me a pity that no service should 
be said in it nowadays. A church should be always 
a churchy as a priest is always a priest Of course it 
is too ruined to be used for an ordinary congregation." 

" But you must get tired. And is that sort of thing 
of much use ? " asked the stranger gently. 

One of his more amiable traits was a certain 
quick sympathy for anything frail, and this blind 
old man looked as if a puff of wind might carry him 
away, 

" Of use ? " said his companion. " Oh no ; I had 
no idea of being of use exactly." He seemed moment- 
arily puzzled, and, in spite of his simplicity, slightly 
embarrassed. 

" It is only a — a luxury that I give myself. You 
see, if one is a real priest, one has the longing to 
express adoration for the others, has not one ? That 
is part of one's calling. Now, the mystery of the 
world, and the beauty and the wonder of it, are so 
extraordinarily strong at night — you must often have 
felt them so — that one becomes restless with desire to 
be a mouthpiece for " — a bat whirled close to his head 
while he was speaking, and he stretched out his hand 
to it, smiling — " for all these His joyful creatures, as 
well as for one's self." 

Rip Van Winkle gave a queer sidelong glance in his 
direction. 

" IVe met priests by the hundred," he rejoined. 
" Worse luck ! for I don't like 'em, but perhaps they 
weren't real ones. Well, I shall know what is happen- 
ing next time I see a light on that hill." 

They had reached the road now, and stood close to 
the cottage in the hollow. 
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" Will you come in ? " said the old man. " I could 
make you a cup of tea." 

" I think not, thanks," replied Rip Van Winkle, 
smiling. " I had better be getting back to my dig- 
gings. Look here, sir, since you believe in the sort 
of thing (and I am not such a fool as not to know 
that you do), don't you think it might be as well to 
commend sinners as well as sufferers to Mercy, instead 
of to Justice ? From your point of view they need it 
equally, eh ? " 

" They are one and the same," the other replied, and 
there was a ring of unusual decision in his voice. 

"What, the sinners and the sufferers? Indeed, I 
am not so sure of that," said the stranger lightly. 

" No, no. I meant Justice and Mercy," said the 
old man. " Being blind, I can never talk with great 
confidence about sinners. Indeed, I do not meet many 
of them. But I can see the Glory of the Lord." 



CHAPTER VI 

*' Many waters cannot quench love." 

MRS. MORDAUNT did not come down to break- 
fast. Esther, pale, after a sleepless night, 
found the Major in the dining-room. He pushed away 
his untasted coffee, and plunged into the subject upper- 
most in their minds, as soon as the footman had shut 
the door. 

" So my cousin really intends to let this rogue take 
up a position in the house as her son ? " 

" Cousin Becky is absolutely convinced," said Esther. 
" Nothing will alter her opinion. Indeed, it would be 
absurd to suppose that having recognised this man, she 
should change her mind. The room next her own is 
ready for him. She will not hear of his staying 
another night at the inn." 

" A wilful woman must e'en have her way," returned 
the Major. " In that case I must, of course, leave this 
morning. May I ask what you intend to do ? " 

" I can do nothing," replied Esther," but wait on events." 

" Pshaw ! " exclaimed the Major. " That, if you will 
excuse my plain speaking, my dear Esther, is nonsense. 
No one can really be neutral, and so you'll soon find. 
If you stay here, you countenance an imposture. If 
you pack up and go, you at least make what honest 

69 
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protest you can in defence of justice and sanity. You 
are bound to be on one side or the other ; either on the 
right or on the wrong." 

Esther looked at him with troubled eyes. Although 
the Major often irritated her, yet at the bottom of her 
heart she respected him, and this morning she had been 
seized by a nervous horror. If the stranger were not 
her cousin's son, if some strange hallucination had 
possessed the old woman, then who and what was he ? 
He must be wicked enough for anything in that case. 
What if he should steal into Mrs. Mordaunt's room at 
night, and murder her ? " 

" I — I almost wish that you were not going away," 
she said. 

" I shall find lodgings in the village," he replied. 
" For there is no doubt that it is as well to watch 
the rascal. I must consult a lawyer, of course — but 
about you, Esther. It is preposterous that you should 
associate with this fellow. You will perhaps go to one 
of your married sisters ? It might be advisable to let 
me take a telegram for you this morning." 

But Esther's mood changed. The Major arranged 
matters too fast. 

" No, no. How could I do that ? " she cried. " Why, 
Curtis, you must see that I cannot desert my dear old 
cousin. If the man is an impostor, there is the more 
reason that she should have someone who loves her 
with her. If he is her son, then to be in his company 
will do me no harm ; though, indeed, in no case could 
the company of even the worst of men do me harm," she 
added, with that rather innocent dignity, which had 
been preserved like the bloom on a peach, in a sheltered 
and walled-in place. 
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The Major almost groaned with impatience. " You 
are making a fatal mistake. I warn you that you will 
repent of it I am sorry that I can do no more than 
warn." 

But Esther was not sorry. 

So the Major departed after breakfast, shaking the 
dust of the house off his feet; angry with the two 
women who would have none of his protection, who, 
left to their feminine perverse obstinacy, would be the 
natural prey of the adventurer. 

Esther watched the dog-cart whirl away, with a 
sense of the last familiar bit of the old life having gone 
with it. Curtis Iredale had always before stayed a 
fortnight, and had always been a source of minor 
irritations to his hostess. Mrs. Mordaunt had always 
stood at the door to speed his departure, waving a 
sprightly farewell with undue cheerfulness. To-day she 
stayed in her room, and last night at dinner she had 
been suave and stately. It was altogether unnatural. 

That evening Rip Van Winkle appeared in dress- 
clothes, and took the bottom of the table. Mrs. 
Mordaunt ate nothing, but sat very upright, watching 
his every movement, and drinking in his every word. 
She was absolutely greedy of his company, and to 
Esther the revelation was extraordinary. Behold, she 
had lived with this woman for years ! Had nursed her 
when she was ill, had sat at her board, had been her 
only intimate companion, and yet all the time she had 
not known her. She shivered with the curious sense 
of spiritual loneliness, which perhaps few people quite 
escape experiencing at some time in their passage 
between the cradle and the grave. It was like the 
touch of death. 
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When dessert was on the table Mrs. Mordaunt 
turned to the butler. " Bid all the maids come to the 
dining-room, and do you call in Morgan and Green and 
Wilcox. I wish every man and maid servant on the 
place to be present. I have something to say to 
you all." 

Esther's heart beat faster; she felt very nervous. 
There was a sound of banging of doors, and ringing of 
bells, and footsteps and whisperings. At any other 
time it would have taken longer to find the men. 
They must all have been in the servants' hall, probably 
discussing those coming events whose shadows had 
been cast on the house weeks ago. 

Then the Major's words recurred to Esther's mind. 
" No one can really be neutral, and so you'll find. 
You are bound to be on one side or the other ; either 
on the right or on the wrong." And, with the re- 
collection, came a momentary indignation. It would 
have been fairer to have warned her that an official 
announcement was to be made. Esther was a warm- 
hearted and loving woman, but she was not a meek 
Griselda, and she rose from her seat with heightened 
colour, and with the intention of leaving the room. 

But the old woman saw and understood, perhaps 
with some covert amusement, for she comprehended 
Esther very well, and was rich in the wisdom that 
knows how to deal with people, though there were not 
many whom she thought it worth while to trouble 
herself about. 

" I know that my daughter will stand by me," 
said she, and with a swift relenting Esther went 
to her side. She had never before been called " my 
daughter." 
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So, when the men and maids trooped in, curious and 
expectant, Esther's slim figure was at the mistress's 
right hand, and the old woman leant on her as she 
rose slowly from her chair, fixing her little audience 
with her brilliant, fierce black eyes. The stranger was 
on her left; he had quitted his place at the bottom 
of the table, and she held his hand too. 

" My friends," said she. " I have sent for you 
because I wish to tell you with my own lips that a 
great joy has befallen me in my old age. My son, for 
whom I have mourned these thirty years, has been 
restored to me. He is here ; a stranger to you to-day, 
but very soon, I hope, no stranger. I shall die, know- 
ing that he will come after me." 

There was a low murmur of excited sympathy. 
When such a woman as Mrs. Mordaunt was for once 
bares her heart, even daws do not peck at it Every- 
one was touched, and perhaps awestruck. The old 
mistress had made an immense sensation, — Esther's 
eyes were wet 

Then the stranger spoke. "Not one of you can 
remember me," said he, " though one of your names is 
familiar to me ; surely there was a Morgan who was 
gamekeeper when I was a lad ? " 

" That was my father," said a young groom eagerly. 
" He would have remembered you, sir, but he died last 
autumn." 

" Ah, well ; I could wish for a few old friends, if I 
were a sentimental chap, which I'm not," said he, with a 
smile. " It's a risky business — returning after thirty 
years ; one's bound to find more graves than — than 
live hands to greet one." 

One of the maids sobbed here, and Rip Van Winkle 
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raised his eyebrows with an indescribable expression 
half-comic, half-pathetic. " I didn't mean to be doleful, 
for Fm not altogether too late. I hope there are yet 
many years during which I may stand at my mother's 
side — at her other side," looking across at Esther, " for 
her daughter must certainly keep her own place." 

And at that the men and maids clapped, with a 
sudden outburst of enthusiasm, for Esther was very 
popular, and nothing that the stranger could have said 
would have won such prompt approval as his apprecia- 
tive reference to her. 

The housekeeper ventured on a hesitating " I'm sure 
we are glad to see you home, sir," and then they all 
went out as solemnly as they had come in ; and as the 
door closed, Mrs. Mordaunt's eyes sought the stranger's. 
" That was very satisfactory," said she. 

But the expression of satisfaction jarred on Esther. 
" You are both very clever ! You know how to make 
disciples," she remarked ; and then, for the first time, 
she recognised the likeness between Rip Van Winkle 
and the old woman. She was to recognise it again, 
and more unmistakably, before the night was many 
hours older. 

Mrs. Mordaunt laughed. " Why, yes, Essie. That's 
true. I've always known the way to manage folk, 
though I've not always thought the game worth play- 
ing. But, my dear, there are no such fools as the 
clever fools, and that's what we two have been. Eh, 
my son ? " 

Esther followed them into the drawing-room very 
thoughtfully. She would perhaps have been hardly 
human, if she had felt no qualm at seeing herself 
supplanted ; but her nature was wholesome and sweet, 
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and she was mollified by the man's ready recognition 
of her rights. The question that troubled her was not 
one raised by self-love. It was grave and big enough 
to shut out any petty jealousy. 

" Who is he ? What is he ? If he is not her son, 
what does he not deserve ? " Esther's delicate fingers 
clenched at that question. If he was not her son, he 
deserved to be hanged, at the least. The righteous in- 
dignation of a loving woman is apt to be in proportion 
to her love. 

" I suppose you can no longer sing ? I feel as if I 
would give a thousand pounds to hear you sing again," 
Rip Van Winkle said suddenly. 

Mrs. Mordaunt was sitting by the fire, and he was 
standing on the hearthrug. Esther noted that every 
now and again the old lady stretched out a shaking 
hand, and just touched him secretly and surreptitiously, 
as if to make sure that he was really there. 

" No. You should have come back sooner, if you 
wanted to hear me sing again. I'm much too old for 
that now. Esther, there, has some sweet notes in her 
voice, and she has an excellent style, because she is 
my pupil ; but she cannot sing as I once could. I 
believe that that is because she is too good." 

" I wish that I had heard you when you were 
young," said Esther, forcing herself to speak. " Do 
you remember what an impatient mistress you were, 
Cousin Becky ? But I enjoyed the lessons you gave 
me, and to listen to you singing a Romany song 
always sent thrills down my spine, though your voice 
was really gone before I knew you." 

" I can't teach ; for I can't abide stupidity," said Mrs. 
Mordaunt. " No one but Essie could ever stand my 

5 
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temper ! I frightened her two sisters into matrimony 
within a year of their coming to me. They were pretty 
creatures, with gentle tempers and no brains to speak 
of. Essie couldn't bear me at first ; but she was never 
afraid of me, thank Heaven ! So here she is still. 
Would you like to hear her sing ? " 

" No, thank you. I am getting too old too," said 
Esther. 

Rip Van Winkle, after one quick glance, forbore to 
press her, " Would you like to hear me ? " he said. 
" I never learnt to read music, and I can only pick out 
a sort of accompaniment after a ridiculous fashion of 
my own ; but I can make a noise ! I made pocket- 
fuls of money once by singing on a pier." 

Mrs. Mordaunt nodded. " You had a fine voice, and 
your music never suffered from the restraints of virtue ! 
Go on ; I should like to hear you, anyhow." 

He went at once to the piano, and began to pick out 
a curious weird tune, with one finger ; then he found 
the chords, and then at last began to sing in a language 
Esther did not know. His voice was very beautiful, 
and the personality it expressed was many-sided and 
passionate. Esther had never heard any singing ex- 
cept Mrs. Mordaunfs that had affected her in the same 
way. But Mrs. Mordaunt had been already old when 
she had startled Esther's budding youth by that 
Romany song. This man's voice was not yet past its 
prime. Esther, in listening, forgot at first how much 
the likeness meant. 

All sorts of emotions, which she had thought were 
decently buried long ago, rose and flung off their grave- 
clothes at the sound of those round liquid notes. The 
desires and ambitions and griefs of youth throbbed in 
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her again. The blood rushed to her cheek, and her 
eyes grew bright. The language which needs no words 
was thrilling through the room. No woman, no matter 
what her nationality, could hear Rip Van Winkle sing 
and fail to "understand." Esther's breath came 
quickly, and, when the music ceased, she was ashamed 
of her emotion. What folly, to be so moved. The 
limitations of her middle-aged life were round her 
again. The everlasting primaeval instincts were 
silenced. Then it became apparent to her that, 
allowing for difference of age and sex, he sang as 
his mother had once sung, and nothing else that he 
could have done, no proof that he could have shown 
her, would have overwhelmed her with certainty as this 
music did. 

She did not thank him ; a conventional expression 
of pleasure seemed out of place. " There is only one 
other person in the world whose singing could make 
me feel like that," said Esther, with the absolute sincerity 
which always gave her dignity in a crisis, "and that 
person is your mother. I think I would rather not 
hear any more now, if you please. It is too exciting." 

Rip Van Winkle got up from the piano and sat 
down gravely by the fire. He was a man of moods, 
apt to light up with animation, or to subside into 
silence, and even gloom, with equal suddenness. 

Mrs. Mordaunt nodded, well pleased. " Yes, yes ; he 
takes after me certainly," she said. " He was always 
very like me." 

So the chilling, dividing doubt that every now and 
then, stood like a bad spirit between Esther and the 
old woman she loved, melted once more. She believed 
with her heart rather than with her brain, and her 
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heart told her that the likeness was more than a mere 
trick of expression. Moreover, she wished to quiet 
these almost disloyal qualms. 

" I am glad you have come back to her," Esther 
said, looking at the stranger, with soft eyes that were 
more pathetic than she knew. 

He laughed uneasily and shifted his position. " I 
never brought anyone any luck yet," he said. " I don't 
know that I'm worth your being glad about." 

That night Esther stole down the long passage to 
her cousin's room after midnight. Mrs. Mordaunt was 
seldom in bed till late. 

" Cousin Becky," she said, opening the door softly, 
" may I come in and talk to you ? I have hardly seen 
you alone to-day, and the times are so exciting just 
now. There is a great deal to talk about." 

Mrs. Mordaunt was sitting in an arm-chair in front 
of the fire. She was a funny figure in a scarlet quilted 
bed-jacket, with an old-fashioned night-cap tied in a 
bow under her chin. She had a table in front of her, 
and on it was a cedar-wood box which Esther had 
never seen before. When she saw Esther, she started, 
and let the lid of the box slip from her fingers, and 
shut with a snap ; then she deliberately opened it again, 
and beckoned to her visitor to come in. 

" I don't need to shut you out, child," she said. 
" Come in, come in ! What do you suppose I'm doing 
now ? " 

Esther drew up her chair, and, leaning her elbows on 
the table, rested her chin on her hands, and sniffed the 
scent of burning paper. 

" I suppose you are burning secrets, Cousin Becky," 
she answered, smiling. 
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" Tm burning my son's old letters," said Mrs. Mor- 
daunt. " I've treasured them these many years, but, 
now that I have him back again, I can well afford to 
let 'em go. Letters are poor food at the best. It's a 
bad plan to keep them when one's getting old, for 
someone must burn 'em at the last, and it's as well to 
save one's executor trouble, eh ? " 

The grate was choked with charred remains of 
paper. 

"Oh, they were not all kisi' said Mrs. Mordaunt, 
following Esther's glance. " There are other ashes 
there too." 

" Why, that writing is like your own," said Esther, 
staring at the thin packet in the old woman's hand. 
" Stop, stop. Cousin Becky, surely it may prove useful 
to you, should the Major dispute his identity." 

But Mrs. Mordaunt had already thrust it into the 
fire, and only one half-sheet escaped by accident, and 
fluttered to Esther's feet. 

" Keep this, at least," said Esther, picking it up. 

Mrs. Mordaunt hesitated, glanced through its con- 
tents, and then nodded. 

" You're right, Essie. It may be useful. You may 
read it, if you like. It was the letter he wrote to me 
before he went away." 

The fragment was charred at one corner, and it was 
yellow and stained and blotted — perhaps with tears. 
Esther smoothed it with a very reverent touch. 

" Cannot stand it any more. Much better I should 
cut the whole thing and go right away. I'm sick of 
the whole position, and, even if I hadn't got into that 
confounded scrape, I'd rather be off to try my luck in 
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a new country. It will be better for you, too, though 
you don't think so now. You must forgive me, mother ; 
you will be better without me, you know. — ^Your 
affectionate son/' 

But the signature was burnt. 

^ And that was the last letter you had from him. 
Oh, Cousin Becky, it must have been dreadful to get 
this," Esther cried. 

The reiterated sad words, in the boyish, straggling 
writing (that yet had such a look of Mrs. Mordaunt's) 
gave Esther (who would never be a mother) a heart- 
ache while she read them. 

" Poor boy, poor boy ! " she said. ** How could 
he suppose you would be 'better' without him? 
Sometimes I think that, after all, we have the 
best of it, who've never known what it is to have 
children." 

The old woman sighed impatiently, and shrugged 
her shoulders while she took the little, old, worn sheet 
and laid it back in the box. " My dear, you were 
meant to have married happily, and had amiable and 
healthy babies," she said. " It's one of the unfortunate 
dispensations of Providence, that the best women have 
got a way of only loving once. But, as to myself, I've 
no complaints to make. I don't approve of all the 
whining and puling that goes on nowadays. On 
the whole, we all pretty well reap as we've sown, it 
seems to me. There's no getting out of that, and, if 
your harvest stings your hands in the gathering, it's 
more dignified, at least, not to run crying to your 
neighbours." 

She sat very upright, nodding at the fire, remember- 
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ing, possibly, a bitterer harvesting that any Esther 
could imagine. 

" I was a wild girl, and not cut out for a pattern 
wife, nor, for the matter of that, for a pattern mother 
either," she said. " I married with my eyes open (in 
fact, I can't call to mind the time when they were 
shut), and I knew that Mr. Mordaunt was a fretful old 
man, and that I was not, and never should be, in love 
with him. He was silly about me, because I was 
lively and good - looking, and because most men 
admired me, after a fashion. Now I hadn't the sort 
of conscience you have, Essie, but still I didn't consider 
it fair to marry for money, and then mope sentiment- 
ally, so I continued to be lively and good-looking, and 
that's the one thing I give myself great credit for. At 
least I never moped, because, having acted like a sinner, 
I couldn't have the happiness of the saints. There 
were a good many years of it ; for I married when I 
was twenty-two, and I was fifty-three when I buried 
my poor old husband ; and we quarrelled a good deal 
at one time, but I was amusing and lively to the last." 

" Dr. Clayton once told me that you nursed Uncle 
Gatton most devotedly," said Esther. 

" Dr. Clayton admired me very much," said the old 
lady cheerfully. " But it's true, I wasn't a bad nurse. 
I don't pose as a monster of wickedness. Your uncle 
was childish during the last five years, and we had 
long ceased to quarrel. As for devotion — well, I 
missed him when it was over. No woman, unless 
she's absolutely bad, can fail to miss anything she has 
taken constant care of, — and I had ceased to pine for 
liberty. And that was all — that was all. But now 
he has come back " — her voice changed and vibrated 
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curiously — " now he has come back, and though I am 
old, so old, yet the fire is still alive. There have been 
many waters, but it is not quenched. Perhaps nothing 
can quench that." 

The flames in the grate leaped up and flickered. 
They were violet and pink and green, for the log was 
ship wood, and had good sea salt in it. They made 
Esther think of ships and oceans, and lands far 
away. 

" I believe that your longing must have drawn your 
son home across the waves. Cousin Becky," said she, 
not knowing that she repeated the thought that another 
rather mystically-minded soul had given vent to. 

" Maybe, maybe," rejoined her cousin. " They used 
to say that I was a witch when I was young and hand- 
some. I remember when I was sixteen, someone told 
me that, if Fd lived a hundred years earlier, I should 
have been burnt at a stake. I was a woman by that 
time ; but girls grow up much more slowly now, and 
some of 'em never are women at all, so it seems to 
me. I've often seen fortunes in people's eyes. I saw 
yours, Essie, when you first walked into my drawing- 
room. How pert you were, to be sure. But I knew 
you were not lucky." 

" You are rather uncanny to-night," said Esther, 
laughing, but impressed by this curious revelation of 
a superstition that underlay all her old cousin's shrewd- 
ness and worldly wisdom. " Come now. Cousin Becky, 
you don't keep wax images with pins sticking in them, 
do you ? You've never overlooked anyone ? " 

An odd expression flitted across Mrs. Mordaunt's 
face. "No, my dear," said she. "The wax images 
are melted now ; but I was a good hater once, and to 
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this day," she added briskly, " I don't know that Fm 
above sticking an occasional pin into our dear Curtis, 
eh ? " And at that they both smiled, for Mrs. Mor- 
daunt never allowed a conversation to remain pitched 
in a serious key too long. 

" All the same," she resumed (and she spoke as if 
she were exculpating herself) — " all the same, I do not 
wish Curtis Iredale any evil. IVe often laughed at 
him. No one likes to have their successor poking 
round ; but I don't hate the man, and I never have. 
He was bound to irritate me — he always did, and 
always will ; but it's natural love for my own, not 
hatred of Curtis, that makes me act as I do. If I were 
a millionaire, I'd leave him an equivalent for what he 
loses by my son's return, I would indeed; but I've 
not the money to do that, and what I've saved and 
scraped together out of my income, must go to you, 
child. After all, Curtis Iredale has his West Indian 
property. He is quite rich enough ! " 

Esther listened in some surprise. It was unex- 
pectedly good of Cousin Becky to have such compunc- 
tions about the Major. 

" It's not spite, it's love," repeated Mrs. Mordaunt, 
with an eagerness that was a little feverish. 

" Why, of course," said Esther. " No one in their 
senses would dream of thinking you spiteful because 
you are glad that your own son will succeed you, 
instead of a distant relative that you have never cared 
for. Yet, if you are sorry for the Major's disappoint- 
ment, can you not leave a little less to me, and spare 
something for him ? " 

It was proof of the excellent terms on which the 
two women stood, and also perhaps of a certain uncon- 
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ventionality in both natures, that she could say this 
without embarrassment. 

" Well, well, well ! " said Cousin Becky, and a twinkle 
came into her eyes. " When I try to put my com- 
punction into £ s. d,y I find it isn't worth so much. 
I like you a great deal better than I like Curtis, my 
dear, so I can't do it. You're very disinterested. I 
suppose " — with sudden sharpness — " you won't marry 
him after all ? " 

" Come now ! You told me long ago to wait till I 
was asked," said Esther, who fondly believed that 
Cousin Becky had never guessed that Curtis Iredale 
had once proposed to her. " But, even if such an 
unlikely idea as that of marrying an impecunious old 
maid were to enter his head, I wouldn't" 

They looked at each other, both remembering a 
good deal that had happened since Cousin Becky 
had given that sage advice. Then Esther got up 
and kissed the old woman. 

" I'm glad you gave me a real home, so that I 
wasn't tempted to marry for the sake of one," she 
said. " I've never regretted anything, you know." 

Cousin Becky shook her head " Well, you are 
made that way, child ! " she said, " and, if you don't 
regret, that's something ! If it had been Rose or 
Lily's case, I should have bidden either of 'em marry 
the second man who asked them, if they couldn't 
have the first, — and the third, if the second failed ; but 
I doubted whether that would answer with you — it 
didn't altogether with me. Good-night." 



CHAPTER VII 

POSSESSION IS nine points of the law. Esther 
recognised the truth of that proverb in the days 
that followed. Yet no man can really possess what 
he has not the strength to hold ; and, if the rule of the 
house had passed to strange hands, it was because the 
strange hands had grip enough to wield the sceptre. 
She was a little perplexed at the changed atmosphere, 
at the sudden preponderance of the masculine element. 
Yet she did not hate the newcomer, for he was a man 
whom women liked. Moreover, he was chivalrously 
reverent to his mother's adopted daughter, instinctively 
turning towards her the best and most presentable side 
of a many-sided character. 

These two middle-aged people, who were worlds 
apart in moral character, and separated by a gulf of 
experience deep as the gulf between Dives and Lazarus, 
that gulf that Father Abraham could not pass, were 
yet drawn together by the simple rudimentary fact 
that he was a very masculine man, and that she was 
a woman to the very tips of her fingers. 

She called him Mr. Rip Van Winkle half-playfully, 
half-seriously, accepting his suggestion that that name 
did very well, because it committed her to nothing. 
He sometimes caught her watching him with a 
questioning intentness that rather amused than offended 
him. Perhaps she was trying to discover whether he 
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was good or bad, thought Rip Van Winkle. Perhaps 
she was weighing and appraising his character in the 
inadequate little scales that she kept in her violet- 
scented work-basket. 

His accent was slightly foreign, and his clothes com- 
fortable, but decidedly picturesque and un-British ; yet, 
in spite of his " strangeness," he did not offend Esther's 
taste. Nor did he grasp roughly at power. It was 
always Mrs. Mordaunt who thrust responsibility upon 
him, turning eagerly to him for advice, and following 
his smallest suggestion. His manner to her was tender 
and tinged by compunction. " IVe been about as care- 
less a son as you could find anywhere. I never even 
wrote to my mother for years," he said once. " And 
this is the result. It isn't fair, is it ? but then what is ? 
IVe never been able to trace any symptoms of justice in 
the way in which the world is managed. Have you ? " 

Esther, who had been feeling sore that day, stood 
still on her way across the hall (she was carrying stiff 
autumn dahlias to decorate the rooms)> and reflected a 
moment. " I don't know, for I've seen so very little," 
she replied. 

Then a momentary envy touched her. He had seen 
so very much. One. could read that in the expression 
of his black eyes, and in the ease with which he met 
all kinds of people. He had had the joy of a life of 
adventure, and now, now that he was a little weary 
of action, now that he had supped his fill, he happened 
to recollect that he had a mother, and behold, adora- 
tion was eagerly watching for him. Not the mild 
affection that had been hardly won, and wistfully made 
the most of by the adopted daughter, but warm love, 
which is a very different thing. 
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" No, I don't know that I've met justice," Esther 
repeated, but, being too good a woman to stop 
there, added quickly, " But I believe in it all the 
same." 

" Well, I don't," said Rip Van Winkle. « So I may 
just as well do what my mother wants, and make her 
happy, anyhow." 

And what Mrs. Mordaunt wanted was clear enough 
(though the sequitur puzzled Esther) : she wanted him 
to be master. 

He had been but a week in the house when Mrs. 
Mordaunt called Esther to her, and put a sum that 
surprised her into her hands. 

" That is for the household expenses for the quarter, 
my dear," said the old lady. " Manage as you find best. 
For the future you can count on that every three 
months. It is more than we have been in the habit of 
spending, but he tells me that it is not a penny too 
much, and that he sees his way to getting more out 
of the land, and to stopping up some holes through 
which my substance runs to waste. He was always 
clever." 

" May I do just as I choose with this ? " cried Esther. 
" Why, Cousin Becky, I shall make you as comfortable 
as the Queen, if I may really manage it all my own 
way ! " 

She coloured with pleasure, for, to tell the truth, she 
had been grievously hampered and harassed by petty 
restrictions. Her old cousin had been apt to scold 
mightily if a penny too much were expended on milk or 
butter. Esther had mended all the linen and dusted the 
china because the house was under-servanted. Perhaps 
there was no hardship in that, and she was probably the 
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better for having plenty to do, but she had felt the 
pinch of a too rigid economy when she had been 
obliged to re-darn a tablecloth that was already more 
darn than linen ; and there had been times when she 
had impatiently declared that she would rather fling a 
sixpence into the sea than have to look so carefully at 
each side of it. 

"We must have better dinners and better fires now 
that my son has come home. He does not like that 
cheap coal, Esther. He says it * sulks.' Don't order 
any more of it." 

" / always hated it," said Esther joyfully. 

" He says that I treat you abominably, my dear," 
continued Cousin Becky. " That I gave you responsi- 
bility without power, and that, if you had been a man, 
you'd have struck work years ago ; but that women are 
eaten up by a false sentiment about self-sacrifice, which 
probably prevented you from remonstrating." 

" Then he talks a great deal of nonsense," said 
Esther indignantly. She hated to hear blame cast 
on anyone she loved, as she loved Cousin Becky, and 
the truth of Rip Van Winkle's last-quoted remark 
stung her, and made her resent his championship. 
" What business is it of his ? After all, I would rather 
you looked into things yourself; and I don't care about 
having it all my own way, and I don't see why we 
should suddenly become lavishly extravagant." Her 
change of front made the old woman laugh. 

" Fight it out with him, if you like. Fight it out, 
Essie ! but / shall interfere no more." 

" But it is not natural ! It is not like you to refuse to 
interfere. Why should he turn you into someone else ? " 
persisted Esther. And there were tears in her eyes. 
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" My dear," said Cousin Becky, " I was someone else 
before ever you walked into my drawing-room. Do 
you suppose I screwed and saved when I and my 
world were young ? No ; Fd other things to think of 
then. In one's old age one returns to one's first love. 
Have you never heard that before ? " 

" It is beyond me — I don't understand," said Esther ; 
but that, perhaps, was hardly true. 

It was this little conversation that had helped to 
make her sore, as Rip Van Winkle had divined. His 
powers of divination were delicate as a tactful woman's. 
He had a genius for understanding people. Unfortun- 
ately this gift occasionally worked the wrong way ; he 
could make for himself disciples with unusual ease, but he 
sometimes chose to make enemies. He knew how to send 
an arrow between the shafts of an adversary's armour 
with almost uncanny quickness, and his temperament 
was rather reckless than prudent. He had given a 
true account of himself when he had told the blind 
parson that he had done a variety of things in the 
course of his life, and had done them all well up to 
a certain point. He had a genius for organising. He 
could put the crooked straight, sort men right — the 
round into the round holes, the square into the square 
holes, and clear up a muddle with extraordinary nerve 
and facility. His grasp of a difficult situation was 
truly admirable in its intuitive sureness ; but, on the 
other hand, it was equally true that, as soon as the 
wheels were oiled and the machinery running smooth, 
he " sickened " of the "job." He was a person born to 
fish in troubled waters ; he was essentially the mail for 
emergency, but not for times of peace and prosperity. 

Mrs. Mordaunt's affairs were in a somewhat parlous 
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condition when Rip Van Winkle appeared on the 
scene, and he devoted himself con amore to the task of 
disentangling them. He was a man who never kept 
personal accounts, but who was nevertheless quite cap- 
able of auditing other people's. He and Wilcox spent 
a busy morning in what was called " the counting- 
house," and Wilcox was much impressed by the new 
master. This quaintly named room was an annexe, 
built on to the house during the reign of the last of the 
Georges. It was used simply for business purposes, 
and was bare of ornament as a barn. It was here that 
the tenants had always paid their rents (when rents were 
more regularly paid), and it was here that, in bygone 
days, a yearly dinner had been given by the landlord. 

The brick floor was uncarpeted, but the pale yellow 
of the walls was pleasant and light. Long wooden 
benches stood round the room, and there was one 
substantial wooden arm-chair for the master. There 
was also a heavy square oak table, at which Rip Van 
Winkle sat. Mrs. Mordaunfs husband had never 
occupied that chair; he had preferred his more com- 
fortable and luxurious study. But her father had taken 
his rents in person, being by no means uninterested 
in his affairs, though not often sober enough to give 
them his whole attention. The bad old squire had, 
indeed, been a person of intense vitality, who had never 
in his life suffered from ennui or laziness, and this new- 
comer seemed inclined to hark back to very old 
fashions. Had anyone who had known the old squire 
been' present, he might have traced a certain likeness 
between the past and the present occupier of the chair. 
Rip Van Winkle's curly, grizzled, black hair and low, 
broad forehead, for example, were surely not on an 
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entirely new design of Dame Nature's — she had made 
a man with just such a head before — but the lower part 
of the face differed from the original model. The old 
squire had possessed a heavy jowl and a hanging under- 
lip ; Rip Van Winkle had the mouth of an actor — ^you 
could see the old squire's character plainly writ ; but 
Rip Van Winkle's would give you some trouble to 
decipher, and it was likely enough that in the end you 
would read what he wished you to read, neither more 
nor less. 

Wilcox sat opposite the new master, staring at him 
in absolute silence, with his large, shaky red hands 
planted on his knees. Wilcox was an old-looking man 
for his years, and he had aged perceptibly during the 
last three or four months. The short stubbly beard 
that grew under his chin was white, and his forehead 
was wrinkled with worry and perplexity. He had the 
character of being a " hard " man, and was hated by 
the class from which he had sprung. He had been 
inveterately penny-wise and pound-foolish ; conservative, 
where he should have been open to new views ; inde- 
pendent, with a surly, suspicious independence that 
would take no advice from anyone in broad cloth, 
but that was absolutely unbribable, 

" Look here, Wilcox," Rip Van Winkle said, as he 
finally closed the books that lay between them, " this 
is a precious muddle, you know, and, on the strength of 
what we've just been looking into, nine men out of ten 
would count you a rogue." 

Old Wilcox stared harder. His blue eyes were fixed 
in a puzzled, troubled gaze that was painful in its in- 
tensity. It was a precious muddle ; he knew that well 
enough. Care had been riding him for months and 
6 
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months, and yet, according to his lights, he had strained 
every nerve and done his best for the " old Missus." 
He had a miserable, hopeless sensation of floundering in 
the bog, and at the same time had been possessed by a 
sore jealousy of younger men, and a prejudice deep- 
rooted and unreasoning against the Major, who would 
fain have interfered. He would have been cut into bits 
rather than have wilfully defrauded Mrs. Mordaunt of 
a penny, and yet he had a dim consciousness of the 
hundreds of pounds that were lost to her through his 
bad management. 

" I ain't a rogue, mister," he said slowly and heavily. 
" And yet I seems to be." 

If the Major — nay, if any other than Rip Van Winkle 
had been sitting in judgment on him— he would have 
answered very differently, but he believed that this was 
indeed the rightful heir. How could he believe other- 
wise, when Mrs. Mordaunt said that so it was, and the 
Major said that so it was not? Either reason would 
have been cogent ; together they were conclusive. 

Rip Van Winkle smiled. 

" But I happen to be the tenth," he said, " and I 
know that you are honest. We'll put our backs to it, 
and pull this straight, eh ? " 

And at that the old fellow suddenly and most unex- 
pectedly came very nigh to breaking down. He made 
a queer noise in his throat that was suspiciously like a 
sob, and stumbled on to his feet. It was as if the 
Great Master Himself had declared him honest, and 
that against the tormenting witness of the perplexities 
that had constantly beset his poor old brains. 

He blew his nose violently on a scarlet-and-yellow 
handkerchief of enormous proportions, and Rip Van 
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Winkle played with a sheet of paper and a pencil, and 
whistled a tune softly to himself. 

" It's what they call hay fever, sir," Wilcox remarked 
presently. " My cousin's mother died of it. It comes 
on in fits, promiscuous." 

Rip Van Winkle nodded gravely. "WeVe done 
enough for the present. Fll see you again after dinner 
this evening. We understand each other, eh ? " 

Wilcox muttered something in his throat, and walked 
across the room. The new master's grizzled head was 
bent again over the accounts, at which he was so 
"wunnerful clever," but the draught of the opening 
door blew the scrap of paper on which he had been 
scribbling almost to Wilcox's feet. The old man 
paused, stooped stiffly, and picked it up. 

" Hullo, what's that ? " said Rip Van Winkle, glanc- 
ing up. 

Wilcox looked at it for a minute silently, then he 
chuckled with slow satisfaction. " It ain't nothing but 
just a sort of pattern you draws when you ain't think- 
ing of what your fingers is doing," said Wilcox. " And 
it's just the same scribble as the Missus draws when she 
ain't thinking about it. You'll see it on the edges of that 
book on the accounts six years back. Not lately, for 
it's six years since the Missus looked into things herself. 
It just shows whose blood you've got in your fingers, 
sir, for no one can help or hinder them natural tricks. 
The Major, now, might try till he was yaller, but he 
wouldn't have made that there pattern unconscious-like." 

"Let's look. But it won't weigh as evidence, I'm 
afraid," said Rip Van Winkle. 

He was amused and rather surprised that the 
muddle-headed old chap should have been so observant. 
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Wilcox folded the scrap of paper and stowed it away 
in his pocket. He had believed in Rip Van Winkle 
before, but from henceforth no amount of what he con- 
temptuously designated as " Fool's jabber " on the other 
side, would weigh in the least against that proof which 
he had discovered for himself, and therefore thoroughly 
trusted and understood. 

He lingered yet a moment longer, with the handle 
of the door in his hand. Rip Van Winkle frowned 
impatiently. 

"That will do. I don't want you any more just 
now," he said. 

Wilcox raised his hand with a gesture that was 
actually solemn. His belief in Rip Van Winkle had 
been touched by an emotion that had transformed it 
into something approaching to a religion. The dull, 
inarticulate worry of years, the haunting fear that he 
was managing wrongly, that he was too old for his post, 
the miserable, sore hatred of possible supplanters had 
reached a crisis, and been Swept away. 

" God bless you, master," said he, " and bring you 
into all your just rights, and prosper you in all you do, 
and confound every man as says otherwise or as works 
against you. Amen." 

He had never in his life spoken so before, and when 
he got to the end of his speech *he had added the 
"Amen" from an odd consciousness that the fervour 
which possessed him had given to his words the quality 
of a prayer. He stumbled out into the garden with 
an unsteady step, leaving Rip Van Winkle looking 
after him with a comically dubious expression. It was 
all very well to make disciples, but perhaps the master 
was not quite so sure that the Almighty was on his side I 
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Wilcox had been a very taciturn person, but now he 
went out and gave tongue to his belief with all the 
pugnacity of a fresh convert. Oddly enough, this 
reserved and silent old man was the first to set the 
tidings of Rip Van Winkle's return flying. 

" Have you heard our news ? " he'd say. " It's fine 
good news for us, though there is some will have their 
noses out of joint. The old mistress up at the hall has 
got her son home. Mr. Gatton, as was wrongly said to 
be dead. He's been kep' out of his own a many too 
many years ; and I don't pretend to say how that was, 
but he is in his right place now. Good luck to him ! " 

It had been popularly, but erroneously, believed that 
Wilcox had feathered his own nest by plucking the 
tenants ; but his purse-string as well as his tongue was 
somewhat loosened at present. He stood treat to 
those among the villagers who would drink to Mrs. 
Mordaunt's good fortune, and the number of Rip 
Van Winkle's adherents increased and multiplied. In 
the shepherd's cottage on the downs, in the scattered 
outlying farms, in the village where scarce a soul 
remembered the unpromising youth who had dis- 
appeared thirty years before, men and women, and 
even children, gossiped over his strange return, and not 
one but was on his side. The romantic has a stronger 
charm for our country people than one might imagine 
on a superficial acquaintance, and they sympathised 
with the old mistress at the hall, who had never been 
an unpopular landlady, although she had left undone 
many things which, according to modern lights, she 
ought to have done, and had even perhaps done some 
which she ought not to have done. Her father had 
been liked too, in spite of his drunkenness ; but, as for 
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the Major, his virtues had never won for him much 
love. The Major had an aversion to letting outsiders 
(and there were few people, indeed, who were not out- 
siders to him) peep at any family skeleton, being by 
nature and habit both proud and loyal. He was pro- 
portionately disgusted when he heard that that same 
skeleton was dancing a jig (so to speak) in every 
public-house in the county. 

Esther was almost equally disturbed by another 
result of Wilcox's loquacity. 

That week no fewer than three sets of callers arrived 
at Applehurst, and they all came a-fishing. It was, 
indeed, no wonder that their curiosity was whetted ; 
but Esther was offended by it. Mrs. Mordaunt, on 
the other hand, was sprightly and talkative, very ready 
to satisfy every inquiry, more hospitably inclined than 
she had been since Esther first knew her. A cheerful 
fire blazed in the drawing-room ; there was abundance 
of cakes and fruit. The Worcester china tea-cups 
were all set out on a silver tray that had not seen the 
light for years. 

" For I knew we should have company when the 
story had once started on its rounds," said the old 
lady, rubbing her hands with glee. " Bachelors are 
scarce in this county, my dear. The women come 
buzzing round one like wasps to a peach ! " 

" They have neglected us for so long, that I wonder 
that they have the face to come, or that you care to 
see them now," said Esther. 

The remark was not quite fair, for the loneliness of 
Applehurst had not been altogether the fault of Mrs. 
Mordaunfs neighbours ; but Esther was cross for once ; 
her old cousin's unwonted excitement irritated her, and 
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her usual gracious hospitality deserted her. She poured 
out the tea and handed the sweet biscuits with secret 
wishes that the food would stop her guests' tongues. 
She was disinclined to discuss the great event, but the 
hostess more than made up for her deficiencies. Mrs, 
Mordaunt seemed indemnifying herself for her long 
silence about her son. She talked with an apparent 
unreserve that amazed Esther. Her short trenchant 
sentences made her hearers realise the situation, made 
them understand how the lad of seventeen had gone 
off in a fit of boyish despair and pique. 

" He was in a bit of a hole," she said. " But, good 
Lord ! to hear him, you'd suppose he'd fallen into the 
bottomless pit. That's where he thought he was, poor 
boy. It doesn't matter now what the trouble was. 
To tell the truth, I've forgotten the details. There 
was a girl mixed up in it, and a debt that he couldn't 
meet. I was angry. Why, yes, it's one's r61e to be 
angry about these things. Indeed, I made the most 
of my indignation. I wasn't for spoiling over much. 
To taste a drop of bitterness would do the lad no 
harm, said I. He was past the age when I could 
punish him, but it didn't seem to me wise to stand too 
much between him and the results of his folly. But 
as for despairing of him" — she laughed, with a sound 
in the laughter that was like a sob — "as for being 
* better without him,' does one ever despair over a boy 
like that ? That was absurd. That was his ridiculous 
boyish idea. And I let him go uncomforted. He 
went off wishing that he were dead. I had one letter. 
After that I heard from him no more." 

" And he pretended to have been drowned ? " said 
one of the visitors, 
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She was a stout matron, the mother of three roundfaced, 
healthy little boys. She shook her head over the story. 

" Neither Johnny nor Albert would ever do a thing like 
that ! " said she. " Arthur is more difficult to manage. 
He certainly has a peculiarly sensitive temperament; 
but no, Arthur would be too afTectionate to give his 
mother so much pain. Arthur would never have the 
heart to go on pretending that he was dead for any 
length of time; though I remember once, after his 
father had caned him, that he locked his door, and lay 
so still for so long that I became terribly alarmed. 
You never know what bad result may not ensue from 
the shock of physical violence on a child's system. We 
forced the door at last, and there lay the dear little 
fellow fast asleep, with tears on his cheek. It was a 
lesson to me ! I never allowed anyone to strike him again. 
That sort of rough treatment may answer with some 
children, but it is most dangerous to a boy like Arthur." 

Mrs. Mason, inquisitive though she was about the 
heir's return, was apt to find any subject pale in 
interest beside that of the difficulties besetting Arthur's 
moral and physical constitution. But the other guest, 
who was not a mother, broke in impatiently with a 
sharp question delivered in a sharp voice, calculated to 
bring the conversation back to its starting-point. 

" So the next thing you heard about ybur son was 
the news of his death ? How did he manage about 
his clothes? I suppose he must have changed them 
on the beach ? " 

"Well, I fancy he could hardly have got to Mar- 
seilles in a state of nature," said Mrs. Mordaunt. 

" Then the body they found and buried w^s not his 
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The old lady's eyes twinkled. " After much consid- 
eration I have arrived at that same conclusion," said she. 

Esther began to grow nervous. She was aware 
that Miss Fairfax rubbed her Cousin Becky the wrong 
way. Miss Fairfax was a lady who had inherited an 
abrupt manner, as well as a large fortune, from her 
father, who had made his money in coal. Her very 
dress irritated Mrs. Mordaunt, by its slight affectation 
of mannishness. 

" She takes her deficiency for virtue, my dear," the 
old woman had once remarked. ** But I assure you 
it's not at all the same thing." It must be owned 
that Mrs. Mordaunt's strictures were apt to be more 
trefnchant than refined, and Esther had some cause 
for anxiety. 

" Of course you forgave him, for men are always 
forgiven, and very bad it is for them," said Miss Fair- 
fax. " But I think that he behaved abominably ! " 

" Well, well ! Men do bad things sometimes, but 
they don't say so many abominable things as we do," 
said Mrs. Mordaunt. " I almost think that they've 
better manners, and, to my mind, it is easier to forgive 
doings than sayings ! What's done amiss makes a 
clear cut, but what's said amiss makes an irritating 
scratch. However, that's a mere matter of tempera- 
ment. As for forgiving my own son, why, to tell you 
the truth, I never so much as thought about doing that." 

" You've not forgiven him ? " said Miss Fairfax, 
frowning in some perplexity. 

" Lord save us ! No ! " said the old woman. " But 
have some more tea, my dear. You and I talk two 
languages, eh? but we both like tea. Where was I 
when you interrupted me? Ah, I was going to tell 
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you how, having left his clothes on the beach, he got 
to Marseilles, and there embarked for Greece." 

She plunged into the story of her son's adventures 
with a spirit and verve which made the recital well 
worth listening to. She was a most excellent raconteur. 
It is probable that she romanced more than a little. 
She was certainly not troubled by small scruples, and 
a less loyal woman than Esther might have wondered 
whether the old lady, who swallowed gnats so cheer- 
fully, might not be capable of managing a camel too — 
on an emergency. 

" WeVe given them a sensation and plenty to 
gossip about," said Mrs. Mordaunt when her guests at 
last departed. " They can't complain that they've 
gone away hungry. That's true charity, Essie ! But 
how glum you look. You didn't help me much." 

" I don't think you needed my assistance," said 
Esther, half laughing. " Why, how you talked ! " 

Mrs. Mordaunt hobbled restlessly about the room. 
She never could settle down peacefully nowadays 
before her son came in. For that reason, at anyrate, 
Esther was thankful when the man's step sounded in 
the hall. Yet the slight vertical line between her 
eyebrows, which always deepened when she was per- 
turbed, showed itself plainly when he entered the 
drawing-room. It was noticeable that he entered as 
one who is at home, and master. 

He smiled kindly at Esther. Then sat down near his 
mother in the chair that had come to be recognised as his. 

" Well, I've had it out with Wilcox about those 
tenants in East Sheen," he said. " They've been 
treated scurvily. It was a d — d shame, mother. You'd 
no business to raise Green's rent on account of the 
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improvements he has made. The place was a pig-sty 
when the fellow took it, and it is tidy now. It is bad 
policy, too, to let Green go, for that kind of tenant is a 
rare bird. He is to stop on, and he is not to pay a 
penny more than his father paid. Wilcox will have to 
eat humble pie over that; but, on my soul, he has 
cooked the dish for himself." 

"Wilcox assured me that I was bound to raise 
Green's rent," said Mrs. Mordaunt " But, if you say 
otherwise, it shall be as you wish, my son. YouVe 
done the popular thing, anyhow. Popularity may be 
worth a few pounds to us just now." 

" And what does my Cousin Esther think about 
it?" asked he, with, a quick glance at her grave face. 

" Oh, what does that matter ? " said Esther im- 
patiently. " You know what you think, and that is 
far more important." 

" But I thought that you might be interested in the 
question of Green's rent, because Green, like everyone 
else in the village, swears by * Miss Esther,' " he re- 
joined, with unabashed good-humour. 

Esther was conscious that she had spoken like a 
pettish girl. 

" We have had a succession of inquisitive visitors," 
she said apologetically. " And I know that I am 
tired and hot, and I rather suspect that I am cross. 
I will leave you two to discuss radical changes, and 
will take myself out for a walk. I will go to see Mr. 
Joel." 

Mrs. Mordaunt sighed with relief and contentment 
when the door closed and she was left alone with her son. 

" I am very fond of Esther," said she. " But what a 
comfort it is to have you all to myself at last." 



CHAPTER VIII 

** . . . Suie some evil bodies, 
Would it were here, that I might see its eyes." 

The Sainfs Tragedy, 

ESTHER, too, drew a long breath when she was 
clear of the house. She kilted her skirts high, 
and went through the wet grass of the field with a 
certain enjoyment in braving its wetness. The gardener 
was burning weeds, and the smoke of a bonfire curled 
up in blue spirals through the still air of the autumn 
evening. Every now and again a crimson or yellow 
leaf floated gently to the earth. But the wind had 
gone down ; the weather had been fine ever since the 
advent of Rip Van Winkle. The October sun threw 
long slanting shadows across the field. Occasionally a 
sleepy bird twittered, and a business-like shepherd dog 
was barking in the distance, as he marshalled his silly 
charges. Out-of-door sights and sounds have rest and 
health in them. They helped to restore Esther's 
equanimity. She loved this place wherein h^ lines 
had been cast. Her eyes rested with sympathetic 
appreciation on the fine show of scarlet berries in the 
hedge, the birds* harvest, and she paused at the washer- 
woman's cottage at the far end of the field to admire 
Mrs. Greenback's apples. 

" It's a good fruit year, Mrs. Greenback," she said 
pleasantly. 

92 
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Mrs. Greenback was pegging clothes on to a line set 
between two fruit trees. She was a large, handsome 
old woman, with a high colour and jet black crinkling 
hair, which was parted in the middle and waved low 
on each side of her forehead. She bore a slight re- 
semblance to the mistress of Applehurst, and village 
gossip had once averred that the resemblance was not 
without cause. But that was a matter of ancient 
history, and Mrs. Greenback herself had never coun- 
tenanced the story or made any claims on the gentry. 
She was Polly's stepmother, Mr. Greenback having 
married her when Polly was twelve years old. She 
had been a harsh stepmother, and Esther, out of sheer 
pity for the child, had taken Polly into service. Esther 
had spoken her mind very freely on the subject, and 
ber strictures had had added force because she was not 
at all given to scolding her social inferiors. Mrs. 
Greenback had liked her the better for her wrath. 

" Miss Esther, she have grit in her," she said. " But 
it ain't on th' top. It 'ull turn your spade when once 
you hit on it. Now, Greenback, he's mushy all 
through." 

She always held Mr. Greenback in open contempt 
and derision. 

She paused in her work to offer Miss Esther an 
apple. 

" Mine are sweeter than what youVe got up at th' 
'ouse, Missy," said she. " Yes, it's a good fruit year. 
It ought to be that, now the young master has come 
back." 

" He isn't very young," said Esther. " Why " — 
with a sudden thought "You are old enough, and 
have been here long enough, to remember Mr. Gatton 
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before he went away. Should you have recognised 
him ? " 

" Maybe I should, and maybe I shouldn't," said Mrs. 
Greenback cautiously. " It just depends " — 

" Depends on what ? " asked Esther. 

But she had learned by long experience of these 
country folk that nothing was to be gained by press- 
ing for a reply that was not at once forthcoming. 
Mrs. Greenback returned to her pegging, and Esther 
went on her way unanswered. 

Mr. Joel's cottage, with its white walls and golden 
thatch, seemed to smile at her with a very friendly 
aspect as she approached it. It was dear to her heart ; 
it was associated with the honey of kindness and the 
fragrance of welcome. It nestled cosily in the hollow 
of the downs, which sloped down to the chalky road. 
The autumn dahlias nodded cheerfully to Esther over 
the fence. She could see that Mr. Joel was walking 
up and down the garden-path, gesticulating slightly, 
sometimes standing still in order to deliver himself the 
more emphatically. She knew that he was rehearsing 
his Sunday's sermon. His flowers were always his 
first audience. 

" Let us not confine our efforts to begging, my 
brothers and sisters. Let us also give thanks. Let 
us for once turn from a too constant consideration of 
our own wants to the satisfying contemplation of His 
glory." 

Esther, smiling at the characteristic exhortation, 
stood with her hand on the little wooden gate, loth to 
interrupt him. But he wheeled round suddenly, as if 
he felt her presence, and then she spoke. 

" I must not interrupt the sermon. Godfather," said 




THE ALIEN 95 

she. " But let me come in and sit in the porch till 
you have finished. I will keep very still ! " 

She, in common with all the children, and most of 
the young men and maidens in the village, called him 
Godfather. When she had first known him, being then 
but a slip of a girl, she had made fun of the multitude 
of his spiritual children. But the title given in joke 
had become a tender habit. She was very fond of Mr. 
Joel ; there was a very true friendship between her and 
the old mystic. 

" Why, it is Esther ! " said he. " Come in, come in ! 
I am glad to see you. Very glad. But as for not 
interrupting the sermon, that is interrupted already. 
I could not possibly compose while you were sitting 
by. I should hear you keeping still. We will sit in 
the porch together, my dear. It is a most beautiful 
evening." 

He frequently spoke as if he could see ; indeed, his 
poorer parishioners believed that he was in very truth 
gifted with a kind of miraculous second sight. 

" The parson, he don't look out through his eyes, 
but he have visions in his innards," they said. 

" Have you heard the news ? What do you think 
about it ? " said Esther. 

But Mr. Joel disliked being hurried into giving an 
opinion. 

" I have heard plenty of news," he said. " Tom 
Langley has let his old father go to the Union. That's 
bad. Bad for the old man, and worse for Tom. Jane 
Magee has lost her place. She stole half a crown and 
a locket set with sham rubies from the farmer's wife 
at Hurst Farm. What is to be done with the child, 
Esther? She is only thirteen. I do not know that 
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an old bachelor like myself is the right person to deal 
with naughty little girls of thirteen." 

" Nor an old maid like myself," said Esther hastily. 
" Don't ask me to undertake Jane, Godfather. I do 
not feel philanthropic to-day, or equal to any fresh 
perplexities ! " 

" Then I have met with Mrs. Mordaunt's son," said 
Mr. Joel slowly, " whom we all believed to have been 
drowned. She was in mourning for him thirty years 
ago, when I first came to Applehurst. She never 
lamented openly, therefore I felt that it would be pre- 
sumption on my part to offer my sympathy in her 
grief I know that she does not like my cloth, Esther ! 
Yet perhaps she will let me congratulate her on her 
joy. For joy is not so proud as sorrow." 

" That is true," said Esther. " While she believed 
him to be dead she never spoke of him— not even to 
me. And I was so dull : so densely, crassly stupid, 
that I did not guess how she longed for him. But 
now that he has come she can talk of nothing else." 

" Your voice sounds sad," said Mr. Joel. " And I 
cannot allow you to call my dearest Godchild crassly 
stupid, for that indeed she is not ! " 

" I am troubled," said Esther. " And I do not 
altogether understand why. You have not answered 
my question. Godfather. Tell me, what do you think 
of this prodigal son ? Do you believe him to be good 
or to be bad ? " 

Mr. Joel fidgeted uneasily. " I dislike discussing 
people," he replied. "You have more opportunity for 
judging than I." Then, when she said nothing, he was 
pricked by her disappointment. " But you do not 
usually ask idle questions, and you are no gossip. 
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Well, then, Elsther, I will tell you this. I cannot pre- 
sume to say off-hand of any man * he is bad ' or * he is 
good ' ; but this man struck me as one who was un- 
hinged, not quite his normal self He had not been 
drinking; he was, I am sure, sober, in the ordinary 
sense of the word. But I believe that mentally and 
morally he is not sober. Something, some shock of 
great sorrow, or for all I know of great joy, has thrown 
him off the rails." 

Esther frowned. Mr. JoeFs delicate perception had 
perhaps apprehended a truth, but she had wished for a 
more definite solution of her difficulties. She did not 
catch hold of the clue he offered. 

" I wonder whether I should go, or stay ? " she said. 
" I am more puzzled than I have ever been before. 
Indeed," she added, " Fve had so uneventful a life that 
I believe my power of decision has got eaten away by 
rust The Major tells me that I ought to leave ; but 
then he is convinced that this Rip Van Winkle is an 
arrant impostor." 

" Major Iredale is a good man," said Mr. Joel, " but 
he is inclined to suspect anything or anyone made 
after a foreign pattern." 

" Yes, yes," Esther agreed quickly. " Of course 
Curtis is painfully British. And this stranger is alien 
to us in many of his ways, though he is an Englishman 
born. He is wonderfully clever. He is very like 
Cousin Becky. That is why I believe in him. And 
she — she is absorbed in him. He has had the mo^t 
curious effect on her. All her aches and pains seem 
to have been burnt away in the fire of her excitement. 
Yet there is no rest or peace in her love. I keep 
thinking about new wines being poured into old bottles, 

7 
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The old bottles burst when that happens, don't they ? 
I feel as if this could not last. It is wonderful, but it 
is unnatural. My Cousin Becky has always been a 
shrewd person, full of common-sense ; but now it is as 
if she were — why, that is what you said of him — as if 
she were unhinged, intoxicated with the rapture of 
having him. Am I jealous. Godfather ? \X. is rather 
hard to discover of how little account I have ever 
really been, compared to him. Yet I do not think it 
is altogether jealousy that torments me. It — it is 
dread." 

" My dear, I have never thought you a jealous 
woman," said the old man gently. " Poor soul, poor 
soul," he murmured to himself " We try to slake our 
thirst at many streams. But in the end — in the end, 
surely. Thou wilt show us the water of Life ? And 
after all, are they not all from one source, though 
they take many colours and much impurity on the 
way ? " 

Esther laid her hand on his knee to call back his 
attention. 

"When I see that my Cousin Becky is relieved 
when I leave her alone with her son, why, then I begin 
to think * perhaps I had better go away.' But again, 
when I see that her dear old hands shake, and her 
eyes get wild with anxiety in his absence ; that she 
starts when she hears a shot in the wood, lest he should 
have been shot by accident; that she wanders rest- 
lessly about the house if he is late in coming in — why, 
then I think I must stay to take care of her." 

" And in my opinion you think well," said Mr. Joel. 

" But then again. Godfather — I would tell this to no 
one but you — then again, the sense of something being 
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not quite right makes me shiver. Surely he is Gatton ! 
He must be! I do not really doubt it. She could 
never be mistaken ; she could not love him so much, if 
he were not her son. Yet sometimes they seem to 
me like two conspirators. They watch effects too 
much." 

* 

" Do not you try to turn your old Godfather into a 
father-confessor, my dear," said Mr. Joel ; " and above 
all, never confess to anyone other people's secrets. 
You have decided to stay. Well, I am very glad of 
that I incline to believe that Mrs. Mordaunt needs 
you, whether she knows that she does, or not. If you 
are perplexed, time may very probably bring enlighten- 
ment ; but, if you fail someone to whom you owe grati- 
tude, not even time (that does so much) can ever 
make that good. That is sound practical reasoning," 
Mr. Joel concluded triumphantly. " And now I wish 
that you would consider with me whether beer should 
be mixed with the sugar and water with which I feed 
my bees in the winter? But hush, do not talk too 
loud, for fear lest they should hear you. They are 
very easily annoyed." 

Esther knew that no more opinions could be got out 
of him, and she turned with a smile to the considera- 
tion of the bees' food. 

It was dusk when she left the cottage, but she left 
it feeling rested and refreshed. Mr. Joel looked at all 
things from the purely spiritual point of view, but it 
appeared to Esther that he was wise. Would not any 
gifts that time might yet bring, taste bitter, if she 
herself had been niggardly of faith and love ? 

Thinking of these matters, she walked straight up 
against Major Iredale, who stood at the bend of the 



100 THE ALIEN 

lane; his tall figure appeared almost gigantic in the 
gloaming ; an unyielding grimness pervaded his whole 
aspect. 

"You are late, Cousin Esther," said he. "These 
roads are lonely for a woman to be out alone in after 
dark." 

" I know all the country people," replied Esther. 
" Not one of them would hurt me. It is only Cousin 
Becky's hares that need be afraid of some of them." 

" A poaching set ! " said the Major. " They always 
were, and always will be. As for you, you always 
were and always will be imprudent, if you live to be 
ninety." 

" And indeed caution has nothing to do with age," 
Esther agreed with a smile. " If I live to be a 
hundred, Curtis, I shall still, be of opinion that it is 
better to be too trusting than too suspicious. There 
are plenty of things that are quite worth risking broken 
limbs for, but, if you are over-careful, you get no satis- 
faction at all out of your fault." 

The Major turned and walked by her side without a 
" by your leave." 

" But unfortunately," said he, " the people who are 
ready to risk a break with such light hearts, are not 
particular as to whose limbs suffer." 

He spoke with a severe gravity too heavy for the 
occasion. Esther was half-inclined to contradict what 
she considered an obviously false statement, but she 
refrained, for she knew by experience that the Major 
always insisted on carrying an argument to the bitter 
end ; and her feminine intuition told her that his remark 
had been prompted by personal bitterness, with which 
there is never any use in arguing ! 
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She tried to mollify him, for bitterness always woke 
the pity and sympathy of which she possessed a 
plentiful store. 

" Since you will chaperon me home, as if I were 
still in my twenties," said she, " let us go by the beech 
walk." 

But the Major was not mollified. His grievance 
was big and sore, and he was angry because Esther 
was not on his side. 

Beeches are the trees of Arcadia ! the trees of the 
Watteau pictures. They lend themselves to romance, 
but not to tragedy. The light falls soft and mellow 
between their shimmering leaves ; they whisper tender 
and dreamy messages. But the Major stalked through 
the "lover's walk" as if he felt tha beauty of the 
beeches was somehow an added insult, and presently 
he pointed with his stick to certain white chalk crosses, 
signs of condemnation. " The interloper is already 
instituting fine changes in every direction, I see," said 
he. " He has marked the very trees that I said 
ought to be cut down when I paid my annual visit 
this time last year. I remember you were against 
me. You indulged in a vast deal of sentiment then. 
How is it that he has over-persuaded you ? " 

" Was I sentimental ? But it was not the trees I 
cared about ; it was Cousin Becky. Dear me, Curtis, 
couldn't you see that ? " said Esther, with a touch of 
impatience. "Was it likely I should support you or 
anyone else in doing anything she disliked ? Nowa- 
days she doesn't care two straws what is done or what 
is left undone, so long as her son gets his own way — 
and what does a tree here or there matter ? " 

She paused a moment, and then an idea came to 
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her. She was naturally hopeful, and she was fresh 
from the company of a man whose faith in the under- 
lying goodness and generosity of his brothers and 
sisters was so vivid that it often seemed to create that 
in which it trusted. 

" What does matter, what is really of importance, is 
that her last years should not be harassed by miserable 
lawsuits, that her new happiness should not be spoilt," 
she cried earnestly. " That is what I am anxious 
about now. She is very plucky, you know. She will 
be game to the last, but she is old ; she is close on 
seventy-four. If there were any long uncertainty the 
strain would kill her. Think, oh, Curtis! do think 
about that." 

Tears stood in her eyes, and the Major was not 
entirely unsusceptible to their effect. Esther's special 
pleading was hardly fair ; but then he was not a man 
who looked for, or even greatly admired, impartiality in 
a woman. He smiled grimly, glanced at her sideways, 
and pulled at his heavy black moustache. He had a 
slow, seldom-reached, and rather unexpected sense of 
humour. It did not often show itself, but it was 
awakened now by Esther's eagerness. 

" You remind me of the fable of the wolf and the 
lamb," said he. " A scamp comes to take my inherit- 
ance, and, when I venture on a feeble bleat of protest, 
Tm told that I am bent on killing my old relative, and 
that I'm a fierce and brutal character." 

And, indeed, there was much to be said for that 
view of the case. The poor Major, who had the un- 
popular and unromantic side of the story, was by no 
means well treated ; though he did not look particularly 
lamb-like. 
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" But if he is not a scamp, what then ? " 
The Major shook his head. " I remember Gatton " 
" You are so sure you are right ! " cried Esther. " But 
every day I see fresh proofs that you are wrong. At 
first I doubted too, but the man has little tricks of 
manner and expression that convince me hour by hour. 
Yesterday something irritated him, and I caught him 
swinging his foot to and fro just as my Cousin Becky 
does when she is put out. When he laughs, he tilts 
his head back exactly as she does. When he repeats 
anything that someone has said, he reproduces the 
manner and voice of the original speaker to the life, 
and so does she. When he describes something, he 
looks into space as though he actually were seeing the 
scene he is describing. Cousin Becky is the only 
other person I know who does that." 

" You don't say so! " said the Major. " It's disgust- 
ing ! So he takes note of my poor deluded cousin's 
peculiarities, and mimics them for your and the public 
benefit. I only hope that you will not be murdered, 
as well as robbed, by this peeping, acting vagabond. 
AH that you have told me has certainly greatly 
increased my bad opinion of the fellow." 

Esther stood still with heightened colour. " In that 
case I will tell you no more. Good-night, Curtis." 

But at that the Major relaxed. " Come, come, 
Esther," he said, "don't rush off at a tangent. 
It would be a thousand pities that a rascal should 
succeed in putting you into a huff with me, who 
have always been your very true friend. Try to keep 
cool in this matter. Let us discuss it quietly and 
without prejudice. What is it that you wish me to do ? 
You are anxious that I should not at once bring an 
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action against this fellow for false pretences; he is 
about as much like Gatton as he is like the man in 
the moon ! But I should imagine that even you could 
hardly wish me to let him presently walk past me into 
the property without so much as winking an eyelid ? " 

Esther swallowed her indignation at being told to 
" try to keep cool " for the sake of her Cousin Becky's 
tranquillity. She reflected that although Curtis was 
irritating, it was true that he was a very staunch friend. 

" Mr. Rip Van Winkle says that he has plenty of 
proofs to show to anyone who likes to examine them," 
said she, " but you, on the strength of a boy's recollec- 
tion of poor Gatton, refuse to examine anything, while 
Cousin Becky naturally declares that, being absolutely 
convinced, she needs no testimony. I am not in a 
position to sift the matter. It is not my business to do 
that; yet it seems to me it might be sifted without 
actually going before the Courts." 

The Major shrugged his shoulders. " Tm a plain 
soldier! Whereas our would-be prodigal son is a 
master and adept at the art of imposture. I should 
be glad enough to save scandal, but I candidly own 
that I doubt whether I am equal to the task of un- 
masking him unaided. You must * set a thief to catch 
a thief,' my dear cousin. I fear I have not had the 
education necessary for the job." 

Nevertheless he turned the idea over in his mind. 
In reality he had no low opinion of his own wits, and 
he was by no means desirous of entering on a possibly 
long and vexatious suit. Mrs. Mordaunt would, of 
course, back the claimant for all she was worth. She 
would doubtless have a pretty bill of costs to pay in 
the end, but that would be small consolation to him. 
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for she would squeeze the money out of the land 
(probably by a reckless cutting down of timber) — out 
of the land which should one day be his. Possibly 
other and gentler arguments, which he did not trans- 
late into words, also availed something. 

" No, I have not had the education," he repeated ; 
" but there's old Holdsworthy ! He's a criminal lawyer 
and also a gentleman, and a distant connection of our 
own. If I had his aid in the investigation, and he 
were given every facility for full inquiry, the matter 
might be managed with a decent regard for appear- 
ances. I hate the public washing of dirty family 
linen." 

" May I tell Cousin Becky that (after full inquiry) 
you will abide by Mr. Holdsworthy's opinion ? " 

" Look here, Esther," said the Major, almost solemnly, 
" that man is not Gatton, and I am so sure of that 
fact that nothing and no one can ever convince me to 
the contrary ; but I will withdraw all practical protest, 
if Mr. Holdsworthy gives the verdict against me, after 
full and fair investigation. He will, of course, have to 
employ detectives. I reserve my private opinion — that 
is unalterable. I make this offer only on condition 
that my cousin on her side shall in like manner abide by 
Mr. Holdsworthy's verdict, so far as practical issues are 
concerned. If she is so deluded as to believe to her 
dying day (in spite of adverse evidence) that the man 
is Gatton, that must lie between her and her God. It 
is a fair offer, and I won't go a step beyond it. She's 
suspiciously afraid of the law, eh ? " 

" No, indeed ! Cousin Becky is ready to fight now. 
It is I who am a coward for her, and who dread seeing 
her put in a witness-box and bullied by lawyers." 
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"You're foolishly tender where she is concerned," 
said he resentfully, for a suspicion that in one direction 
Esther gave more than she got, always angered him 
unreasonably. " And, if the claimant were what he 
pretends to be, what then ? I very much fear you'd be 
the worse off for him, Esther. Your services would be 
no longer required over there." 

He pointed to the house, which they were now 
nearing, having left the beech trees behind. His 
words hurt Esther like a blow, and she winced. The 
Major had a wonderful knack of saying the wrong thing. 

" My Cousin Becky has never hinted that my 
services are, as you so agreeably put it, no longer 
required," said she. " And her son is never anything 
but most kind and courteous to everyone. Yet I 
think you may be sure that I am not likely to stay 
anywhere where I am not wanted." 

"You are very hasty, Esther," said the Major. 
" You need not be so angry. I have a reason for 
inquiring what your plans are, or whether you have 
in fact made any." 

He paused deliberately and suggestively, but Esther 
would not ask him what his reason was. 

They had reached the garden-gate, and she put out 
her hand and bade him good-bye. He held it fast for 
a moment. " I should never have suspected that you 
would side with the wolf. Cousin Esther, but Fve no 
doubt that he wears sheep's clothing when he talks to 
you." 

" I side with no one. I only try to stand by my 
Cousin Becky," said poor Esther. She pulled her 
hand away, and went in with a heavy and perplexed 
heart. 
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The Major, as he stood looking first at her and then 
at the ugly grey house, which he was very fond of, was 
heavy-hearted too. It was sad that Esther should be 
deluded ; it was a shame that everyone should be 
against him, when he was so clearly and absolutely in 
the right ; but at least he was spared the miseries of 
perplexity, and moreover he was upheld by a good 
old-fashioned simple belief in the ultimate triumph of 
honesty and righteousness. The ungodly might flourish 
like a green bay-tree, but their end must always be 
humiliation and defeat. 

" The fellow may dance a while longer, but the noose 
is round his neck, and one day he'll swing in it," said 
the Major ; with which consolatory thought he turned 
his back on the big house, and trudged off to the 
lodging in the village, from which he watched events. 

Esther was late for dinner, but Rip Van Winkle 
was late too, so her bad behaviour was covered by his, 
while his flow of conversation covered her depressed 
silence. He knew instinctively when anyone who 
happened to be in the same room with him was, as 
he would have expressed it, " down on their luck." 
If he were friendly disposed, his fine tact was com- 
fortably and unobtrusively at the sufferer's service ; if 
he were noty he could be acutely and proportionately 
unpleasant; but where women were concerned, that 
last was seldom the case. 

At Applehurst the mahogany was cleared for dessert. 
It was an old-fashioned custom, which Esther had at 
first laughed at, then loved and clung to. She liked 
to see the silver and glass and flowers reflected in the 
polished surface of wood. In a rather colourless life, 
she had seized pathetically on every bit of beauty or 



108 THE ALIEN 

grace, and made the most of it. When the servants 
had left the room she made an effort to speak. She 
had never before been nervous about saying anything 
to Cousin Becky, but somehow a growing sense of the 
extraordinary closeness of the tie between the old 
woman and the man who sat on her other hand made 
her shy. Esther held herself upright, and crumbled 
her bread between her slim fingers. Mother and son 
exchanged amused glances. Their dark-skinned, vivid 
faces — marked, had Esther had experience enough to 
read them, by passion, by a hundred experiences which 
were outside her ken — were of an utterly alien character 
to her own. She was almost pathetically unHke them. 
" Pathetically " because she loved one of them so 
well. 

" Do you know, Cousin Becky, I find that Curtis is 
not so very disinclined to put off that terrible lawsuit, 
and to investigate Mr. Rip Van Winkle's claims 
* privately,' " Esther said at last, and then she gave a 
somewhat softened account of her interview with the 
Major. 

" Dear Curtis ! " ejaculated Cousin Becky. " It's 
mighty condescending of him to take the trouble to 
prove to me privately, and, if possible, inexpensively, 
that I don't know my own son when I see him." 

" It's a canny move on my good Cousin Iredale's 
part," said Rip Van Winkle. " For, if I bring over- 
whelming proof, as I can, of my identity, he will be 
warned in time, and save the cost of a useless struggle. 
It's always just as well to see which way the cat is 
preparing to jump." 

So soon as dinner was over Esther pleaded a head- 
ache, and went to her own room. Mrs. Mordaunt 
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moved her chair closer to her son's. He glanced 
round the spacious, badly-lighted room. 

" This dining-room would hold a regiment ! It's 
rather big for two people," said he. 

"It does not seem too large, now that you are sitting 
here," she answered. 

He shrugged his shoulders, then began to explain to 
her some details connected with the management of 
the land. He was about to try a new system of 
manuring. He was anxious to let a portion of the 
property on the west side in plots and on long leases 
to the tenants. 

He described at some length how the hay had 
rotted because there had not been "hands" to carry 
it ; he was full of new ideas, and it was characteristic 
of the man, who was by nature a leader, that he had 
already to a great extent impressed his views on a 
most conservative and suspicious peasantry. 

" Wilcox is heart and soul for me," he said. " The 
others are beginning to come round. I am to speak 
to them all to-morrow night at the * Red Lion.' " 

Mrs. Mordaunt heard him for a few minutes with a 
flash of attention, but his point of view was confusing 
to her ; she shook her head and contented herself with 
listening only to the sound of his voice, and with 
watching the changing expression of his face. 

" I cannot take in these new-fangled plans ; but do 
just whatever you choose," said she. 

" But I want you to understand. It is your 
property," he said. " Why, you used to be a keen 
business woman." 

" Yes, yes, I was once," she owned. " I tried to fill 
myself with husks! They were hard and dry and 
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indigestible. Now that you have come back, I do not 
care about them. So long as you stay with me I want 
nothing else. Jasper, have you forgiven me ? " 

There was a kind of wonder in his look as he 
turned to her. " Why, mother, that is absurd ! " he 
said ; " / might say that with better reason, eh ? " 

" No, that would be more absurd," she answered. 
Then with a sudden change of tone, " Lord ! what 
nonsense that woman talked this afternoon. I cannot 
abide middle-aged spinsters ! — with the exception of 
Essie. Even she is high falutin sometimes." 

" If I had never gone to America, perhaps I should 
have married a gentle English lady like Esther," he 
said musingly. 

A fierce gleam came into the old woman's eyes. 
He saw it, and laughed. 

" No, no. You need not be afraid ! I am not in 
love with Esther. Mother, shall I tell you something ? " 

" No. I don't want to hear," said she. " My boy, 
I know that you have staked everything on one woman, 
and that you have been miserable, as I was. Don't 
tell me ; I should curse her, and then you'd be angry. 
Besides, I like to pretend that you are all my own 
now. It can't really be for very long. Let me make 
the most of it. It satisfies me at last." 

" Does a pretence satisfy you ? " he said. Then he 
laughed. " That is because you are such a born actor, 
and so am I ! " 

" Ah ! my son," she cried. " If you were to go, your 
going would kill me. That is true enough." 

And so indeed it was ! 
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CHAPTER IX 

WHEN Esther was a younger woman she had 
often been troubled by curious and feverishly 
allegorical dreams. With middle age these visions 
had become more rare, but her sleep was fancy-haunted 
that night. She dreamt that she was kneeling in the 
cathedral at Bourges, and straight down from the lofty 
roof, with feet that at last all but touched the ledge of 
her prie-dieu, and with wings that glowed like crimson 
and purple fire, dropped an angel. The stained glass 
of Bourges had made Esther's brain reel. She had 
felt drunk with satisfaction once (long, long ago), when 
she had stood in that vast and stately place and gazed 
up at the pure, deep jewels of living colour. In her 
dream she experienced, the same acute pleasure and 
the same giddy sensation while her eyes dwelt on the 
angel's wings; and that was perhaps why she could 
not follow what the messenger had to say. She was 
only dimly aware that his message implied blame to 
her Cousin Becky ; and then something else distracted 
her. Though still kneeling in a devout attitude at her 
wooden prie-dieu, she was straining her ears to catch 
the murmur of two voices that reached her from below, 
and something in the sound touched her quite unreason- 
ably, and moved her to warm expostulation. Perhaps 
there was a reminiscence of the Major in the stuff in 
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which the dream was woven. " Nobody who always 
lives in heaven can possibly understand or have the 
right to judge people like Cousin Becky and Mr. Rip 
Van Winkle," she told the angel, with that down- 
right earnestness which characterises our behaviour 
in dreams. " To understand, you must have been 
in hell." 

" Will you go there, Esther ? " asked the angel ; and, 
crying an answer aloud, she woke. 

She sat up in bed, rubbed her eyes, and laughed. 
How many years was it since she had been so 
ridiculously aroused? Not certainly during the last 
fifteen. At the time of the Egyptian war, when her 
lover was with the Naval Brigade, she had constantly 
been awakened from troubled slumbers by the sound 
of her own voice calling or weeping — but that was 
such ages ago. 

Daylight was beginning to creep into the house. 
She opened her shutters, and now it was not of the 
past she thought, but of the present, and of the near 
future, while she looked across the park. Mr. Rip Van 
Winkle had undoubtedly widened her view, both liter- 
ally and metaphorically. On the whole Esther re- 
joiced at that ; she had grown weary of always seeing 
the same trees. There would be no use in going back 
to bed ; she determined to dress, and secure a quiet 
time for reading, before the world was astir. She had 
become less studious of late, a backsliding for which 
she took herself to task with unnecessary severity, for, 
in common with many other women whose lives lack 
fulness, Esther was a trifle too apt to manufacture 
duties. She found the effort of concentration more 
difficult than it used to be, for, though she had loved 
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books, she had loved them as records of character (the 
impersonal had comparatively little charm for Esther), 
and just now the problems of humanity were appealing 
to her at first hand. She propped her heavy German 
tome on her dressing-table, and tried to read, but 
presently a creeping sensation that something was 
happening, that some danger or misery was at hand, 
compelled her to open her door and to peep out The 
maids were not yet about. Esther shivered while she 
stood in the passage. Rip Van Winkle had talked 
of having the whole place heated by hot pipes, but 
she could scarcely imagine it thoroughly warm ; for a 
certain damp chilliness seemed to her the inseparable 
atmosphere of these long corridors, the walls of which 
had in some bygone generation been painted blue, 
but which had now worn to a cold faded grey. 

While she stood scolding herself for her foolishness, 
and yet lingering, peering down the passage, a cry, 
sharp and agonised, cut the silence, and rang through 
the house. 

" Jasper ! Jasper ! " 

Esther ran to the door of her cousin's room, her feet 
winged by terror. She ran so fast that she almost 
ran into the arms of Rip Van Winkle, who had heard 
the cry too, and emerged from his room in a queer 
Oriental dressing-gown, in which he looked more un- 
English than usual. 

She stopped, panting. " Go ! go to her. She is 
calling you^* said she. 

He shot one quick glance at her, then, seeing that 
there was no time to lose in words, he took uncere- 
monious hold of her arm, and drew her with him into 
his mother's room. 
8 
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The old woman was sitting bolt-upright in a huge 
four-poster bed. Her face, drawn and twisted by 
extreme pain, stood out sharp as yellow ivory against 
the heavy maroon-coloured bed-hangings. Her black 
eyes were wide open and staring, her hands clutched 
the coverlet, and she was gasping for breath. Esther 
trembled from head to foot She was a patient and 
tender nurse when her cousin suffered from ordinary 
attacks of gout or liver, but this emergency surprised 
her, and she was unaccustomed to surprises. It was 
Rip Van Winkle, therefore, who took capable hold of 
the situation. 

" Is there sal volatile anywhere at hand ? " he 
asked. 

Esther found her voice with an effort. "In the 
medicine -closet, over the wash-hand stand; but it 
is locked, and I don't know where the keys 
are. 

He was across the room, and had forced the lock 
with a pair of nail-scissors before she had finished her 
sentence. There was laudanum as well as sal volatile 
in the cupboard, and he pounced on it at once, and 
administered sixty drops. Presently the sharpness of 
the agony relaxed, and the old woman, as she leant 
back on her son's arm, forced a faint, brave attempt at 
a smile with white lips. 

"I — I thought my hour had struck, Jasper," whispered 
she, " but the pain has let go this time. That was a 
sharp squeeze, though — I shan't stand such another. 
If it comes back, I shall die. I don't want to die, 
now that you've come home. No — I don't want 
to die." 

On her face terror was written, a kind of appealing 
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terror, such as Esther had never seen there before. 
The man saw it too, and answered very gently. 

" It's all right, mother. It won't come back. You're 
not going to die. We sat up talking too long I That's 
what has played the deuce with you. You ought to 
pitch into me well, Esther." Esther had recovered her 
nerve now, and was busy lighting a spirit-lamp. 

" I am going to fill my despised hot bottle, and put 
it to your feet, Cousin Becky," she said cheerfully. 
" You'll have to condescend to it for once." But when 
she passed Rip Van Winkle, who was sitting on the 
edge of the bed supporting his mother's little shrunk 
figure, she whispered that she would rouse the servants 
and send post-haste for the doctor. 

" Very well, but be quick," said he. " She'll feel 
safer for seeing you about the room. Come back 
quickly." 

He was reluctant that she should go. To tell the 
truth, he too felt safer for her presence. He was no 
coward, and his ready wit never failed him, as Esther's 
had momentarily failed her, but yet he did not like 
the situation. Poor old mother ! he dreaded the 
possibility that she might die then and there, during 
Esther's absence. He had seen sudden death very 
often, but — perhaps because of the curious strain of 
gipsy blood in him — it always appeared far more 
horrible to die in a bed than to die out of doors from 
wound or misadventure. He understood the old 
woman's dread, and it seemed to him (and the curious 
fact can only be stated without explanation) that, if 
the mysterious flight of the soul were about to take 
place, it would somehow be advantageous that a good 
woman like Esther, a woman who presumably believed 
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in religious mysteries and was in touch with the invisible, 
should be present 

It did not take place just then, however. The pain 
passed as completely and suddenly as it had come. 
The deadly pallor softened into something less ghastly. 
On Esther's return, she found her old cousin dozing 
naturally, and, when the doctor arrived, as quickly as 
might be, the old lady actually woke to greet him with a 
joke. Esther even descried a triumphant glee about 
her, when Dr. Clayton complimented Rip Van Winkle 
on his promptitude. 

"It was lucky that you lost no time," the doctor 
remarked, with a glance at the broken hasp of the 
medicine-closet, "and that you knew how to do the 
right thing at once." 

" He wouldn't have been my son if he had fiddle- 
faddled at a crisis," said Mrs. Mordaunt from her bed, 
in a weak but decisive voice. She never lost an 
opportunity of driving a nail home in the fabric which 
she was building. 

Dr. Clayton (he was a kind, grey-haired man, on 
whose broad, plain countenance goodness was writ so 
large that any child could read it) looked with slow, 
benevolent attention from the eager, wizened face of the 
old woman to the man who was now standing up, and 
rubbing his stiffened arm with a queer smile. 

" There certainly could never be a doubt in my mind 
as to whose son you are, my dear sir," he said deliber- 
ately. " You resemble your mother in a marked degree. 
I have had occasion to observe in her that same excel- 
lent quality of readiness which you fortunately inherit" 

Rip Van Winkle received the compliment pleasantly. 
He had charming manners. " I only wish that every- 
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one were as sharp-sighted as you are, doctor," said he, 
and Esther knew that the old man was pleased. 

Dr. Clayton was not sharp-sighted, but he was a 
steady friend, and being as a rule cautious in stating, 
he never changed his opinion in a hurry. She left 
Rip Van Winkle to finish making another ally, and 
went down to the library to wait the close of the 
doctor's visit. The attack had alarmed her, and she 
had been humiliated by her own helplessness. 

What would have happened if Rip Van Winkle had 
not been at hand ? While she was fumblingly search- 
ing for brandy, or ringing up the servants, her dear old 
cousin would have succumbed in the struggle, would 
have died unaided before her eyes. 

"And she does not want to die," thought Esther, 
with an odd little pang of wonder that anyone after 
seventy years' experience of the world, should not have 
had a good deal more than enough of it. " I should 
always have felt that I had failed her, because she does 
not want to die." Her heart went out with warm, 
shamed gratitude towards the man who had known 
what to do, who had saved Cousin Becky from death 
and herself from remorse. " He is worth a dozen 
scatter-brained fools like myself," Esther told herself 
somewhat unfairly. " And I must certainly never have 
any doubts about him again." 

Dr. Clayton found her in this humble and de- 
pressed mood when he came downstairs. He had 
known Esther for many years, and had a genuine 
respect and liking for her. He found it difficult to 
realise that she was no longer a girl, for, in spite of 
her silvery hair, she had kept some youthful character- 
istics. A certain child-like candour, for example, that 
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looked out of her soft eyes, would probably remain with 
her always, even if she attained to an undesired old age. 

The doctor was cheerful, both by natural tempera- 
ment and from a sense of duty ; his professional cheer- 
fulness rather jarred on Esther. She looked white and 
shaken, acquiesced but faintly when he remarked how 
happy a thing it was that Mr. Mordaunt had returned 
in time to cheer his patient's declining years, and she 
sighed anxiously over his instructions. How should 
she ever persuade Cousin Becky, of all people, to sub- 
scribe to so many rules and limitations ? 

" I will do what I can, but she always will eat green 
cheese, and drink ale, and she swears at slops," said 
Esther. " And as to not allowing any excitements — 
why, doctor, when such thrilling events happen, how am 
I to disallow them ? " 

Dr. Clayton rose to go, but held Esther's hand 
for a minute in his large comfortable clasp. His funny 
old patient upstairs did literally swear, on occasion, in 
a fashion that vexed his good soul, and he was sorry for 
Esther. He was a devoted churchman, and oddly enough 
for a doctor, was apt to distribute tracts (though only 
such as were of an optimistic and consolatory order) 
as well as drugs. His common-sense had fortunately pre- 
vented his attempting the conversion of Mrs. Mordaunt. 

" I am sure, from my long experience of you, that 
you'll manage about her food better than anyone else 
could," said he. " Indeed, it is impossible to get her 
to admit a nurse inside the house, and her strong will 
seems to show no symptom of softening. She expressed 
herself very vigorously on the subject of nurses. As 
to events — they are all in the hands of God. Take 
some port wine with your lunch, my dear, and remember 
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that it IS faithless to allow yourself to become dis- 
heartened, and lowering to your system not to eat well." 

" Oh yes," said Esther, laughing. Somehow the dual 
recommendation struck her as funny. There was a 
simplicity about Dr. Clayton's methods of doctoring 
soul and body that suited some cases very well, and 
he was popular with the village people, as he well 
deserved to be; but Esther had not the undoubting 
belief in his ability that she had in his good faith. She 
wondered whether she would do well to call in further 
advice, and then recollected with some relief that the 
responsibility no longer rested on her shoulders. 

She went to the kitchen to give directions about 
food, then upstairs again to find the old lady asleep once 
more, and finally, while again descending the stairs, she 
sat down with her head against the banister, feeling 
dizzy and worn out. 

It was in this undignified position that Rip Van 
Winkle came upon her, rather to her dismay. He 
greeted, her with his whimsical, pathetic smile, as she 
hastily struggled to her feet. 

"Why, Esther," he said, "do you think that we 
need to pretend to each other that we are not dread- 
fully tired, and depressed, and hungry ? Why do you 
jump up and try to look cheerful ? It adds so to the 
wear and tear of life if one keeps up too many polite 
appearances with the members of one's own household." 

" Of course you are hungry," cried Esther. " I forgot 
that you had not yet had any breakfast. The day 
seems to have been endlessly long already." 

" We began it with a catastrophe at four o'clock, 
and it is now half-past nine," said Rip Van Winkle, 
yawning. " Come. Let's eat and drink." 



120 THE ALIEN 

Esther had become accustomed to seeing him sit 
opposite to her at breakfast, but she had been all her 
life more used to serving than to being served, and the 
apparently trivial incident of his insisting on pouring out 
the coffee and bringing it to her, touched her ridiculously. 

" I am absurdly inadequate to every situation to- 
day," she remarked, with a smile that tried to hide the 
sadness in her voice. " I don't even seem to be 
capable of pouring out your coffee." 

The man made no reply, but kept glancing at her 
with quick kindly glances. He liked Esther, and 
somehow or other he understood her. The greyness 
of her life, with its too repeatedly struck note of sacri- 
fice, her tenderness for his mother, her crushed-down 
capability for wider enjoyments, were all visible to him. 
The best love that he had to give had been already 
poured out only too lavishly, but he sometimes wished 
that he could carry Esther into a warm and sunny 
place, could show her the richness and glory of the 
world, with its many colours and its thousand sides. 
She would have enjoyed it so. And that he loved one 
woman did not prevent his liking many women. 

" I don't mean to be impertinent," he began at last. 

Esther raised her tired eyelids ; she had been staring 
at her late shortcomings in the fire, and regarded him 
with gentle surprise. 

" You are never that," she said gently. 

" But," he persisted, " you don't seem to me to fully 
appreciate your own merits, and that is a pity. I 
happened to know what to do to-day, for I've knocked 
about so much that all sorts of queer bits of knowledge 
have stuck to me, and you didn't, but you followed my 
directions quickly and quietly, and I would rather have 
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you by me in a difficult situation than most of the 
women I've met, and I've met a good many of all sorts 
and descriptions." 

" I think," Esther remarked, " that among the queer 
bits of knowledge that you have acquired, is the know- 
ledge of how to say consolatory things to people, Mr. 
Rip Van Winkle." 

He laughed. " Perhaps — and nasty things too, on 
occasion ! But I am speaking the truth all the same. 
I can't tell you how much I have admired the way in 
which you have treated me. The position was full of 
difficulty. Only a very unselfish woman could have 
met it with any dignity. In my experience, unselfish 
women are extremely rare," 

Esther, in spite of -her thirty-seven years, could still 
bluah like a girl, and she blushed now. " I am not 
feally particularly unselfish," she said, and then stopped 
short. She was not in the habit of discussing her own 
sensations. 

It had been a difficult situation, of course, but it 
occurred to her that it might have been an unbearable 
one. Rip Van Winkle's chivalrous consideration for 
her, and possibly his appreciation, had lightened the 
difficulties. His tact was as iine as a tactful woman's, 
but he was not a woman. Perhaps, for all her good- 
ness, Esther could hardly have borne the intrusion of a 
genuine daughter. Then across these kindly thoughts 
shot another, disturbing and sinister. Esther was 
certainly attracted by, and she all but trusted her 
Cousin Becky's son, but — yes, there was always a " but," 
an illusive, hateful doubt, that she gave voice to now 
[most involuntarily. " But why did she call you Jasper?" 
words rose to her lips without premeditation, 
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but he had been expecting them, and he answered 
without any embarrassment — 

"Ah, so you noticed that? Well, to tell you the 
truth, it is only in public that she ever calls me any- 
thing else. Jasper is, and always was her name for me." 

The faintest possible shade of amusement gave 
added frankness to his explanation. " I cannot re- 
member that she ever spoke to me as Gatton in 
the old days, before I went away. She was not a 
demonstrative mother then; she shows her affection 
far more openly now than she did, but" — 

" But she had her own name for you. I can 
quite understand," said Esther softly. And at that 
the curious relish he sometimes took in acting hid its 
head and was temporarily scotched. 

Esther was horribly ashamed of her suspicions. She 
would have been proportionately surprised had she 
known that at that moment he was horribly ashamed too. 

His gipsy-black eyes had exactly that baffling ex- 
pression in them that his mother's sometimes had 
when Esther bestowed on her those little tender atten- 
tions that were the natural expression of a very real 
admiration and love. 

" Now I wonder what words this innocent and 
pretty lady would find to express her opinion of me 
in, if she did quite understand ? " he said to himself. 
It struck him that Esther's vocabulary would be 
unsuited to the occasion, and the thought made him 
laugh a short, harsh laugh that brought the colour 
to Esther's cheek, and that yet did not alienate her, 
simply because it was so strangely like her Cousin 
Becky's laugh, that, as she said to herself, it was 
"enough to prove whose child he was." 
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" But I do not know why you are amused," she 
said gravely. " I did not see that there was anything 
the least funny in what we have been talking about." 

" No more do I, Esther," said he. " My boyhood 
wasn't particularly funny, goodness knows ! It was 
tragic. I was a tragic young fool ! " 

" Then why did you laugh ? " persisted Esther. 

She was not usually inquisitive, but a desire to 
understand had taken possession of her, as it once 
took possession of mother Eve, when she stood in her 
sheltered garden and was offered that knowledge of good 
and of evil that led to labour, and sorrow, and love. 

" Now why the dickens did I ? " he repeated medi- 
tatively. " I think it might have been because that 
bit of rug (we want new rugs, don't we?) reminded 
me of a bale of carpets I once saw on the quay of 
Marseilles, and of a very funny story connected with 
them. Or," with a gleam of mischief, when she shook 
her head doubtfully, "it might have been for quite 
another reason. Because " — 

" I did not ask you why you might have laughed," 
said Esther, " but why you did." 

And at that he laughed again, and a whim seized 
him, or her candid eyes touched him, and he spoke the 
truth, or at least part of it. " Why, then, it was 
because apparently there is just three yards of much- 
worn Turkey carpet between the place where you are 
and the place where I am. But in reality there is a 
gulf that is so broad and deep that it is sometimes — 
laughable to hear you trying to talk across it" 

Tears rose in Esther's eyes, and she got up quickly, 
lest they should be seen. 

" That does not make me laugh," she said ; " I do 
not see any joke in that." 
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CHAPTER X 

MR. RIP VAN WINKLE showed himself a 
valuable auxiliary in the sick - room, and 
Esther's gratitude increased. It is true that he was 
not so patient as she was, but then that mattered 
the less, because he could do no wrong in Mrs. 
Mordaunt's eyes, and because the very sound of his 
footstep was a joy to her. He could always amuse 
and interest the old woman, and, strange fact, he had 
authority, and could compass what the whole college 
of physicians might have essayed in vain — he could 
make her obey orders. 

Esther got into a way of appealing to him in 
difficulties, and, had he disappeared into space again, 
she would have missed him more than she realised. 
She believed that without the strong stimulus of his 
presence her Cousin Becky would never have got on 
her feet again. As it was, she was up and about, and, 
to the casual observer, nearly as brisk as ever in a 
couple of weeks. Yet there was a change, or rather 
perhaps the further accentuation of a change that 
Esther had noticed before. 

The wild excitement of the last few months seemed 
to have caused a kind of moral as well as physical break- 
up. Mrs. Mordaunt was feverishly fond of her son, but, 
when he was not by to absorb her every thought, she 
clung to Esther in a way she had never clung before. 
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She had been a very self-reliant person, and one who 
had always preferred to spend much time alone ; but 
now she liked to have her adopted daughter with her, 
and would talk to her constantly of her past life, of her 
long yearning after her boy, of the unhappiness of the 
first years of her marriage, of the miseries of her 
uncared-for childhood and girlhood. 

Esther's warm heart ached over these revelations. 
It was ancient history indeed. It had all happened 
(as Cousin Becky remarked) long before she was born, 
or even thought of And yet what woman can ever 
hear of a badly treated child, without an indignant 
quickening of her pulses? 

" Dear Cousin Becky, I think that it was wonderful 
that you should have grown up into such a good 
person," Esther said one day. "If I had had a 
childhood like that I know that I should have turned 
sour or melancholy. All this just proves what excel- 
lent stuff you were made of" 

The two women were sitting together by the fire, 
just as they had sat on the eve of the prodigal's return ; 
but Mrs. Mordaunt leant forward and patted Esther's 
hand with a demonstration of affection which she 
would hardly have shown then. 

" No ! I was never what you would call * good,' " 
said she. " But I doubt whether you'd have survived in 
the circumstances. You're of a more refined make, 
morally as well as physically. Your father wasn't 
a drunkard, nor your mother a light woman. My 
father beat my mother once, and I stood by and 
screamed. I was ten years old. After that she ran 
away from him, and I thought her an injured martyr 
(though with a curious tendency to lies), but unfortun- 



126 THE ALIEN 

ately learnt to know better in the course of a year 
or two. It wasn't the sort of experience that goes to 
the making of the fresh, innocent type of English girl ; 
but I was hardy, my dear, and I managed to enjoy 
life, in spite of some drawbacks. Indeed, Fm not at 
all sure, taking it all round, that I haven't enjoyed life 
a deal more than you ever have or ever will. Now 
that is a thing you can't understand. When I tell you 
these old stories you pity me from your standpoint, but, 
good Lord, Esther ! I never worried my head when / 
was young. At least, not till trouble jumped at me 
and slapped me in the face, and then I slapped back 
as hard as I could. Why, I could sit and laugh some- 
times when I see you puckering up your pretty white 
forehead (it's wonderful how you've kept your com- 
plexion), and getting a pain in your conscience over 
nothings. But," she added, "you have a sense of 
humour, my dear, and you have a heart, and that's 
why we are friends." 

"Ye — es," said Esther, slowly. "You've been a 
good friend to me. Cousin Becky. I was a lucky 
girl to fall in with you. But now that I'm not in 
the least a girl any longer, I begin to suspect that 
I've not been much of a friend to you." 

The old lady gave her a sudden sharp look. " Well, 
I never could make confidantes of other women. That 
wasn't my way," said she. " And mind, I never was 
such a bad sort, Essie, as to soil the ears of a girl with 
any story she had better not have heard. Moreover, 
your mother was a little saint (so I've understood), and, 
though you mightn't have guessed it, I thought a bit 
about her when I was doing the best I could for you 
and your sisters, and especially for you. Now, what 
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would an ultra-religious woman, with a highly developed 
conscience, say to this child now? I used to ask 
myself." 

" Did you really?" said Esther, who was touched and 
rather surprised. " And did you try to say what she 
would have said ? " 

" I asked myself," repeated Cousin Becky. " But " — 
(with a sudden relapse from virtue) " d — n it all, my 
dear, I felt, from my knowledge of 'em, that she'd have 
said such precious silly things, that I really couldn't 
always follow her example ! " 

Esther laughed, in spite of a slight sensation of 
shock. Cousin Becky had always been apt to ad- 
minister sudden cold douches, if the conversation 
appeared to her to be verging on the too sentimental, 
but her adopted child had not lived nearly twenty 
years with her for nothing. Some people, indeed, can 
be twice that time under the same roof, and understand 
each other no whit the better for bodily proximity ; but 
Esther and her old friend had glimmering visions of 
each other's souls. 

Esther was about to fight the battle of the somewhat 
roughly treated women with consciences, when a ring 
at the door bell interrupted their tite-d'tite. 

" It is Curtis. I hear his voice in the hall. How 
mean of him to come when my son is out," said the old 
woman. 

She clutched nervously at Esther, who replied 
quickly — 

"You are not alone, dear Cousin Becky, but why 
should you see him, if you don't wish to ? Let me say 
you are not equal to entertaining visitors yet. It is 
quite true." 
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But the old lady pulled herself together. " No, no ; 
I do not show the white feather. Let him in. Let 
him in. He has come to look after the property that 
will not be his." 

The Major had not set foot in the house, since the 
moment when he had cut his annual visit short. Esther 
knew so soon as he entered the room that he came with 
a distinct purpose. He shook hands very gravely with 
his aunt, and his gravity was undisturbed by her flip- 
pant — 

"Well, Curtis, your visits have been few and far 
between of late as the visits of angels." 

" I believed that you hardly expected or wished for 
them. Cousin Rebecca," said he. " But I was sorry to 
hear that you were dangerously ill, and I am glad that 
you have recovered." 

Mrs. Mordaunt made an odd little grimace, and 
Esther interposed anxiously, " I don't know that it 
was quite so bad as dangerously, Curtis." 

At the bottom of her heart she did know, but she 
frowned and shook her head at the Major from behind 
her cousin's chair. The old lady turned sharply and 
caught her in the act. 

" Don't do that, Essie ; I'm not a fool," said she. 
" And, as for my cousin, I can see that he is not going 
to be deterred by you. Sit down, Curtis ; I'm pleased 
to see you. We always understand each other's plain 
speaking, don't we ? " 

The Major sat down deliberately. He had thought 
over and decided on what^ he intended to say, and 
it was certainly true that no hint of Esther's would 
prevent his speech. Yet it gave him a momentary 
pang of discomfort to note how indignantly she turned 
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from him, and drawing her low chair close to Mrs. 
Mordaunt's, threw one slender arm protectingly across 
the old woman's knee. 

" She thinks that I'm bullying my cousin," he said to 
himself. " But I am not, I am giving her a chance to 
do what is right." 

The Major's well-cut features looked stern, as the 
firelight played on them ; yet his rather immobile face 
was marked with a certain hall-mark of honesty. One 
might guess that the man's irritating traits were surface 
characteristics. He might count the holes in his cousin's 
curtains, and the pennies in his own purse too often and 
too carefully, but he was not instrinically mean. He 
was always absolutely certain that he was in the right, 
so far at least as opinion went, but he was unflinchingly 
honest He was on the wrong side of fifty, and by that 
age, meanness,like self-indulgence or bad temper, will out 
There is no longer any hiding its writing from those who 
have eyes to see. The more Esther looked at the Major 
the better she respected him ; unfortunately, when he 
spoke, her respect vanished in annoyance and anger. 

" I don't know whether you have always understood 
me. Cousin Rebecca," said he. " I am aware that you 
have not much liked me. It has troubled you to 
reflect that I must succeed you in the natural course 
of events, and you have resented any interest I may 
inadvertently have shown in the management of the 
land. This has become plain to me of late." 

" Really," said Esther, " it is very unnecessary to " — 

But Mrs. Mordaunt stopped her. 

" Hush, my dear ; Curtis is trying to lead up to 
something. We do not, as a rule, consider it good 
manners to drag out and descant on certain little 
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predilections, or dislikes which are usually taken for 
granted, but we will not distract him by interruptions." 

"Yet, in spite of that," continued the Major (who 
was not in the smallest degree distracted) — " in spite of 
that, I imagined that you were acting in good faith, 
though under the influence of an unfortunate hallucina- 
tion, when you welcomed this stranger whom you call 
your son. My not unnatural annoyance did not for 
one moment lead me to suppose otherwise." 

Esther's indignant " I should hope not " passed 
unheeded. 

" Yielding to Esther's representations, I determined 
that, if it were possible, I would avoid bringing an 
action against him." 

The old lady nodded. " That was wise of you." 

" And that I would investigate these claims privately, 
with the help of a lawyer. I am bound to allow that the 
claimant has been most ready to facilitate every inquiry, 
and that, so far as we have gone, the results of the in- 
vestigation have greatly astonished, even startled me." 

He came to a full stop. But this time no one made 
any comment The silence became a trifle tense. To 
do him justice, he wished to say what he had to say 
as inoffensively as might be, but he could not speak 
otherwise than plainly. 

"They astonished me for this reason," he said at 
last. " The claimant has produced an immense and 
unexpected amount of evidence, and it is evidence of a 
kind that points plainly to one conclusion. So far as 
we have gone the verdict of the lawyer is this, * Either 
the claimant is the man he professes to be, or Mrs. 
Mordaunt must be consciously and deliberately aiding 
and abetting a fraud.*" 

Esther started to her feet. 
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" How dare you I " she cried. " You have no business 
to come here to insult Cousin Becky in her own house." 

The misery of the doubts that she herself had tried 
(not always successfully) to keep at bay, added passion 
to her denunciation. Esther could have been quite 
calm, if at the very bottom of her heart no traitor fear 
had ever whispered. 

" If I were a man " — she cried, but the old woman 
interfered. 

" Good gracious, child ! You're quite silly enough 
as a woman. Don't heed her, Curtis. She has Irish 
blood in her veins ; it boils suddenly at an insult. But 
you and I are cold and old ; we can discuss our diflFer- 
ences without heroics." 

The Major looked steadily at her. Esther's attitude 
had hurt him, and there was a malicious little pin-prick 
in that bracketing of his age with Mrs. Mordaunt's which 
he did not consciously notice, but which was perhaps not 
unfelt. 

" Cousin Rebecca," he said gravely, " I did not come 
here with the wish to insult you (as Esther most 
unjustly imagines) or to do you any harm. On the 
contrary, I came to say if now, at the eleventh hour, 
you repent, I will stand by you as best I can, because 
you are growing old, and because I am your nearest 
relative, and therefore your natural protector." 

Esther standing between them, still angry, saw the 
sudden leap of laughter in her Cousin Becky's eyes, 
and in the midst of her wrath understood it, and smiled 
too. Who but Curtis would have used so unfortunate 
an argrument? 

" My wise Cousin, those are most excellent and 
appealing reasons," said Mrs. Mordaunt. " No doubt, if 
I were the villain you take me for, the recollection that 
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you are my next-of-kin, and that I have not long to 
live, would turn me from the error of my ways." 

" It is no time for mockery," said the Major. " And 
you, Esther, do wrong to smile." Somehow Esther's 
smile stung him. " It is you who are strengthening 
this man's hands. Cousin Rebecca — God alone knows 
why. You are no dupe. You must have given him 
the portrait of yourself signed with your name, and you 
have produced the torn letter which is undoubtedly in 
his writing. You must have taught him the many 
facts he knows about the place, the people, your own 
family, and Mr. Mordaunt's family." 

" But certainly, certainly ! " said Mrs. Mordaunt, 
tapping her foot impatiently. "This is becoming 
tedious, Curtis. Do I not know ; am I not ready to 
swear to the truths that you have just been enunciat- 
ing? Yes, yes, /, and no other, gave my boy that 
portrait, which he has kept through more weary years 
than I care to number. /, and no one else, produced 
that letter which Esther saved from burning. /, long, 
long ago told him stories about his grandfather, to 
whom, by the bye, he bears some likeness now that he 
is no longer a boy. Your mutual relative. Cousin ! 
You've some of the same blood in you as he has, 
though you repudiate him." 

" Yet that man is not Gatton," said the Major slowly. 

He was not eloquent, but he spoke with earnest 
insistence. Beyond all his just anger at the trick 
which he believed was being played; beyond all his 
soreness because no one was on his side in this matter, 
was a genuine horror lest this woman, so near her end, 
should die in her sins. He could not persuade, but he 
could set the truth before her in unmistakable colours, 
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and his sincerity gave him a certain heavy dignity 
that was not unimpressive. 

" You suppose that I am saying this for my own 
sake, and because I do not wish to lose what I have 
looked upon as my inheritance," he said. " But that is 
not so. When I heard that you were dangerously ill, 
I was sorry. More than that, I said to myself, I have 
not done all I should have done. If you had died, my 
silence would have been on my conscience, because, 
being angry, I would not speak to you again on this 
subject. If it were only a case of fighting for what ought 
one day to be my own, I should not have come here 
while you two are alone. I do not fight with women." 

" Indeed, you had far better not have come. Do 
you not understand that this excitement is bad for 
Cousin Becky ? " said Esther. " I do not see that 
your uncharitable conscience matters one jot in com- 
parison with her health." 

But Mrs. Mordaunt fixed her bright eyes on her accuser 
with a comprehending, if not a sympathetic, glance. 

"Pardon me, Curtis — I do not indulge in foolish 
suppositions," she said. " I am not such an old fool 
as to credit people with purely selfish motives because 
they happen to be inimical to myself. I quite believe 
that you have come here to-day with the intention of 
fulfilling a (not altogether unpleasing) duty." 

" At this moment," said the Major solemnly, " your 
son's bones are resting in their coffin in an Italian ceme- 
tery. Now, while I speak, your heart bears witness to 
the truth of what I say. This masquerader does not 
deceive you — has never for one moment deceived you. 
If your son Gatton could return from the dead to give 
his testimony, you would be afraid to meet him. Yet 
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soon you may meet him, for no one can live beyond the 
appointed time. Cousin Rebecca, it is not too late — yet" 

The old woman rose to her feet, leaning heavily on 
Esther's arm. The Major's earnestness seemed to have 
pierced the thin layer of her cynicism, to have reached 
an answering fire. 

" I have but one son," she said. " And he lives, and 
he shall come after me. I swear before God that he 
is mine. He is flesh of my flesh, bone of my bone, — 
yes — and what is far more still, he is soul of my soul." 

" Then I have no more to say," rejoined the Major. 

He picked up his hat and went straight out of the 
room, without leave-taking. He was not convinced, for 
nothing could ever convince him against the evidence 
of his own senses, but he was momentarily staggered. 
He was an honest man himself, and therefore he invol- 
untarily recognised unveiled truth when he met her. 
He had met her to-day, and had been struck dumb. 

" And yet he is not Gatton," the Major repeated 
obstinately. 

He stood still for a minute at the gates of the Park, 
and, frowning, called to mind that his last sight of 
Gatton Mordaunt had been at this very spot. He saw 
again the narrow-shouldered, sandy-haired lad lounging 
against the gate-post and smoking. Poor Gatton had 
had a trick of always leaning against something, and 
he had smoked a great deal too much for his weakly 
health. The Major recollected speaking his mind 
pretty freely about a discreditable scrape in which 
Gatton had become involved. He could see still the 
way in which Gatton had regarded him, from between 
swollen, half-closed eyelids, half-defiant, half-frightened. 

"You won't go and sneak to my mother, will you?" had 
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been the culprit's sole remark,and the Major could still re- 
call his own boyish fury of indignation at the suggestion. 

" I won't what} Why, I wouldn't touch your dirty 
afTairs with a pair of tongs," he had cried. " If you 
were not such a soft idiot that to hit you feels like 
hitting a girl, I'd knock you down." 

How many years had passed since then. Yet the 
Major still had a look of the uncompromising youth 
who had spoken hard things in his wrath, whereas 
absolutely no trace of Gatton could be descried in 
this robber of Gatton's name. 

" He never could show fight," reflected the Major. 
" A poor creature ! Spoilt and shielded by his doting 
old father, and snubbed and flouted by his mother, he 
certainly had a bad upbringing. I was too young to 
make any allowances then, and I never could stand a 
coward, but my cousin (whatever Esther may say to the 
contrary) was not a tender or affectionate mother. 
Though doubtless he must have been flesh of her 
flesh, he had not a spark of her spirit. Why, this 
impostor is more akin to her spiritually than ever her 
own child was. Hallo! Here he comes." 

The stranger walked with a light step, which 
quickened when he caught sight of the Major. He 
lifted his hat as he passed, with an amused smile. 

" By Jove ! " exclaimed the Major. 

" Did you say something ? " said the other, pausing 
for a moment. 

" I've nothing to say to you — yet," replied the Major. 

He took a good steady stare and walked on. " By 
Jove ! " he repeated again under his breath. " That 
never occurred to me before ! But he is like — there's 
no doubt about it, he is very like her." 



CHAPTER XI 

" Behold, we all die ! and like the water we enter into the earth, to 
return no more for ever." — M£not. 

WHEN the Major had fairly gone, the old woman 
sank back in her chair, trembling with excite- 
ment. Esther crushed down her own indignation in 
order to soothe her. 

" Dear, dear Cousin Becky, do not let us think any 
more about Curtis," she cried tenderly. " He is 
blinded by his prejudice. You are right, and he is 
utterly wrong. We won't let him disturb you again ! 
May I get a book and read to you? Perhaps you 
will be able to rest then." 

" No, no. What do I want with books ? " said Mrs. 
Mordaunt I " Stories are all very well for such as you, 
Esther. YouVe never half lived. You get all your 
pretty ideas, your pretty high-flown fancies from them." 

There was an almost fierce taunt in the harsh old 
voice. Esther shrank a little, but then sat down on 
the fender-stool and leaned her cheek against the 
wrinkled brown hand that had been so strong and 
capable in its day. 

" You have taught me more than all the books that 
ever I read," said she. " But why do you put me on 
the other side of a chasm ? Am I such a very dense 
and uncomprehending person? Am I so taken up 
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with high-flown theories? I think it is hard on me 
that you, too, should do that," cried Esther, for the 
remembrance of words that had been spoken before 
were in her mind. " And I want to come across." 

Mrs. Mordaunt looked at Esther, and her mouth 
twitched, and her resolution wavered. 

" No, no, child ; as women go, you are very compre- 
hending. But there are facts that you don't guess, and, 
if I were to tell you — well, Essie, just now Tm longing 
to tell you, but your garments are very white, my dear ; 
they've never been smirched with smoke, you know, 
and"— 

She muttered the end of the sentence, staring into 
the flames, with that fierce, eager light in her eyes, 
which was as different from the soft tenderness of 
Esther's as the glow of a furnace from the radiance of 
a lamp. Yet, next to her son, she cared for this 
woman who loved her ; and she was getting old, and 
she had at last come to lean on sympathy heavily. 

" Oh, bother the whiteness of my garments ! " cried 
Esther impatiently. " I would rather that they were 
coal black than that they prevented you and me 
from touching each other." 

" That is all very well," said Mrs. Mordaunt " But, 
if I were just to tell you everything, how do I know 
what you might not do ? You might find it your duty 
to go to the nearest magistrate, eh? or to Curtis 
Iredale? And then I should swear at my babbling 
old tongue, that wags looser than it did, and at your 
soft ways. And all the years we've lived together 
would count for nothing, and I should die cursing 
you." 

Esther shivered. "But, Cousin Becky, how could 
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that possibly be ? for he is your son," she cried. " I 
am sure — ^yes, quite sure of it." 

And then she sprang to her feet. 

" No — tell me nothing ! " said she. 

The old woman laughed bitterly. "Why, there is 
nothing to tell. I was joking. Your immaculate virtue] 
is so easily scared." 

Esther stood white and still by the mantelpiece* 
She knew that she had divined the truth. It did not 
seem to her that she had guessed, but rather that a 
veil had fallen and that she saw. 

" Keep your pretty whiteness," said the old woman, 
and the loneliness of years was in her voice. " Fll hobble 
into my grave, as Fve gone through my life, alone." 

And at that Esther's cheek flushed, and she flung 
herself on her knees at Cousin Becky's side. "No, 
no," she cried. " I may be wrong ! I am wrong ! 
but I swear I'll never tell any living soul your secret. 
He is your son, Cousin Becky — but he is not Gatton." 

" Thank God he is not," said the old woman. " Yes, 
he is mine, mine. He is the child of love and youth, 
not of despair and age. He has thrown off' the grave 
dust, for he has plenty of strength. But Gatton I 
never loved ; I do not want him to come back, though 
sometimes he comes, creeping in when my back is 
turned. That is only since I've been ill, and it is 
because he is jealous." 

She shuddered, and Esther shuddered too, with a 
sense of horror that she could hardly account for. 
Terrible things must have happened long, long ago. 

"I never thought to tell you," continued the old 
woman. " But somehow I am glad to to-day. I 
never trusted any other woman, but you are on my 
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side. It's odd it should be so, but FU not say it is 
not a comfort." 

" Try to make me understand," said Esther. Her 
voice shook. She was more shocked than Mrs. Mor- 
daunt knew ; but she longed pathetically to find justi- 
fications for her benefactress ; to be able to declare to 
the judge who sat in her heart, " After all, this woman 
was no great sinner." 

Mrs. Mordaunt's black eyes laughed suddenly. 
" Child," she cried, " how should you understand ? " 

" Because I love you," said Esther simply. " And 
have been to you what a daughter would have been." 

Mrs. Mordaunt shook her head. 

" No daughter of mine would have lived the life 
youVe led here. / shouldn't have done it myself when 
I was young. What's bred in the bone will out — will 
out, my dear, one way or the other. Your father was 
a good man (though a fool where his money was con- 
cerned), and your mother loved her husband. Mine 
didn't and couldn't, and perhaps she wasn't altogether 
to blame for that, poor shallow little soul. Where she 
was to blame was that she deserted me ; and where I 
was to blame was that I didn't own Jasper before the 
world. There's no blinking that A woman is re- 
sponsible for her own child before everything else in 
heaven and earth. She may be ashamed of herself, if 
she likes, but never of him — that is, if he is a fine 
healthy boy, such as my boy was, straight as an arrow, 
and with a pair of eyes — ^but there, you know what my 
Jasper is, and you can guess what he was. I am not 
going to speak to you about his father. I've never 
whispered his name to a soul. He has been in his 
grave nigh on fifty-five years. He was dead when I 
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married. It wouldn't do him any harm now if I were 
to tell you who he was, but I don't want to. My 
young lips kissed him, and my old lips shan't betray him. 

" Jasper was bom before I was nineteen, but my father 
knew never a word of my troubles. Perhaps, if he'd 
been oftener sober, he'd have had a suspicion, perhaps 
not. I got away to a cottage by the sea in Cornwall 
to the woman who had been my nurse, and there the 
child was bom. I told my father I was ailing (which 
was a strange thing for me to be), and I scraped 
together money, and got what I could from him. He 
was a spendthrift when young, but a bit close-fisted 
when he got on in years. I came back well, but mad 
with anxiety, for nurse couldn't keep the lad on 
nothing, and not a penny more had I. Mr. Mordaunt 
met me the day I returned. Essie, I told him the 
truth before I let him take me, but he was so mad to 
have me that he married me in spite of it. He was 
bewitched, poor old man, by the sound of my voice 
singing, and by the glint of my eyes, and, if I'd con- 
fessed to every sin in the decalogue, it would have made 
no difference." 

She paused for a minute, and then went on, with a 
certain dignity. 

" I've told you what must have horrified you, so I 
will tell you something which is equally true and to 
my credit, that you may understand (if you can) that 
the old cousin you've been better than a daughter to, 
was not entirely to be despised. I had never been 
thrown with the kind of men who have any reverence 
for women. My father would have laughed at the 
idea, and my husband didn't respect me either — at 
first. In time he leamt to, but it was a hard fight. 
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All the years I lived with him I was a faithful and 
good wife. Probably that seems to you quite a simple 
and ordinary matter. For me it was neither easy nor 
simple. You may take my word for that. I was 
twenty-one when I married, and I was fifty-one when 
he died. In my own way I did the best I could." 

Esther nodded. Her own sheltered, untempted life 
might give her little clue to the comprehension of this 
story, but she often understood with her heart what she 
did not understand with her brain. 

" You were a stronger woman than I am," she said. 
" I should not have made a good wife to a man who 
had no reverence for women." 

" No ; but you would not have married him," said 
Mrs. Mordaunt. " You are hedged round with delicate 
instincts which guard you like guardian angels, my 
dear ! Oh, I know that ! IVe not watched you for 
nothing. All the same, Essie, and mind I just say 
this as a warning, your guardian angels sometimes let 
strange visitants slip by 'em, and make a way to your 
heart, because youVe a passion of pity in you. / 
hadn't such fine instincts, but I could see where down- 
hill roads were bound to lead, and I pulled up for 
Jasper's sake. Mr. Mordaunt was ready enough to 
promise me anything before he married me, and, mind, 
I was wild with fear lest my boy should want for food. 
He would deny me nothing ; he even swore that so soon 
as the child should be a year or two older, I might have 
him to live with me. That promise was never kept — 
perhaps it wasn't likely it would be. Still, I had money 
enough to keep Jasper in health and comfort, and I 
went to see him when I could, but always with difficulty. 

" Gatton was three years Jasper's junior, and, after he 
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was born the difficulties increased. When Jasper was 
fourteen, I persuaded Mr. Mordaunt to let me have him 
on a visit. He was to be introduced to the household 
as the orphaned child of a distant cousin, and for 
months before he came I lived on the thought of his 
coming. He was as fine and big as Gatton was puny 
and miserable; my heart leaped with pride when I 
saw him. Yes, it did, Esther ! for nature is stronger 
than men's laws. The boys hated each other like 
poison, and that was Gatton's fault. Gatton twitted 
my boy with being a poor relation and a hanger-on, 
I don't know where he got the idea from. From 
servants and gossips, perhaps. He was fond of the 
back stairs. Jasper knocked him down, and then 
repented and helped him up ; but Gatton complained 
to his father, and Jasper was flogged. I was out that 
afternoon; if I had been in the house, it could not 
have happened. I was angrier than I ' have ever been 
since, or before. It's a bitter old story." 

"It is horrible," said Esther. 

" After that I saw that my son could come no more. 
It didn't do. Yet, when I didn't see him, I grew rest- 
less and hungry for the sight of him, and he for me. 
He had plenty of heart, poor lad, and, though he did 
not know then that I was his mother, he loved me 
better than he loved anyone else. One day (it was 
two years after that miserable, unlucky visit) I knew 
that he was ill. Jasper and I have often known facts 
about each other without any telling. I went to him, 
for flesh and blood could not stand the separation any 
longer, and I fought hard for his life, and I won it. If 
I had not been by him, he would have died. So, you 
see, I am responsible for him twice over ; and whatever 
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sins he may have committed, poor lad, are mine, mine^ 
and not his at all. If there is any justice in heaven, 
they ought to be on my head, and I hope that they 
will be — they surely must be — not on his. It would 
be unfair that they should be on his." 

"And when you went to him, did he guess the 
truth ? " asked Esther. 

" One day, when he was getting better, he was 
ravenously hungry, and he was cross because he 
wanted a mutton-chop and I would give him nothing 
but milky slops. He swore at what I brought him 
(not that I minded that, my dear !), but then he was 
ridiculously sorry. He'd grown tall and thin, and was 
more of a man than when he quarrelled with Gatton, 
and he was horribly ashamed of having spoken so to 
a woman. That showed me how fast he was growing 
up ! * Fm an unforgivable brute to have said that to 
you,' he said. * But Tm awfully grateful to you, really. 
You know I think you just as good and jolly as if you 
were a chap's own mother. It's very funny, but I was 
sure that you would come when I was ill, and that 
then it would be all right, and I should get better.' I 
couldn't bear his gratitude, so I just told him straight 
out, * But I am your mother.' " 

" I wondered whether I should lose his love then, but 
I didn't. He loved me the more, bless him ! Yet I did 
him a wrong, Esther, and nothing can ever quite undo 
it now — not even though he shall have all that's mine 
at the last. You must never forget that. You must 
never judge him as other men are judged. All through 
his boyhood he never had his rights ; he never had what 
other boys have. In his youth he was an Ishmael 
standing outside by himself. I was wrong, wrong ! If I 
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had my life over again, I would go out with my boy at 
all costs, and work my fingers to the bone, and risk even 
his starvation, rather than be divided from him. I chose 
wrong, but I have repented every hour of my long life." 

Esther sighed. This fierce old tragedy that had 
never really been dead, only locked out of sight, over- 
whelmed and almost frightened her. She suspected 
that it had another and even more tragic side to it. 
The lad who had had no place in his mother's home 
had been hardly treated, no doubt ; her heart ached 
for him : but how about the lad who had had no place 
in his mother's heart ? 

" Did you never love that other child at all ? " said 
Esther. 

" I tried to do my duty by him, but I failed," said 
Mrs. Mordaunt sternly, "Jasper is mine. He has 
faults enough and to spare, but I understand them and 
him. If by chance I understood Gatton, why, then, I 
was ashamed. His father petted him ; but, when we 
heard that he was drowned, I shed no tears, I knew 
that, had he lived, he would have been our scourge. 
An old man's child, bom weak and vicious! What 
could you expect from such as he ? My Jasper was 
gone too ! Gone right away out of my life for thirty- 
five years, and that was Gatton's fault. I could not 
forgive him that. If Gatton had not hated and slan- 
dered my boy, I might still sometimes have seen him. 
The situation would not have become so impossible. 
But Jasper was driven away by his brother's malice. 
He was made sore and angry and reckless. My boy, 
whom I love. I waited and waited and waited, but 
he did not write. He wanted me to believe that he 
was dead. Perhaps he fancied that he had forgotten 
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me. Then he fell in love, and the woman filled his 
whole heart, as his father once filled mine. I don't 
care to think about that, there was no room for me 
then. But one day she left him desolate (that once 
happened to me too), and then he remembered his 
poor old mother, and he heard her calling to him 
across the sea at last, and so came home. There is 
no one now to bar the way. Gatton is dead, and 
Jasper is alive — thank God." 

" Was it your idea, or his, that he should pretend to 
be your legitimate son ? " asked Esther. 

Her voice sounded hard and dry. The question 
seemed somehow of importance to her ; and yet what 
difference did it make whether Jasper or his mother had 
originated the lie, since both were equally involved in it ? 

" Mine," said Mrs. Mordaunt promptly, nay, almost 
triumphantly. " He wouldn't have it at first, but I'd 
take no denial. I couldn't rest in my grave, Essie, if 
the Major were in the place of my son. This house 
came to me from my father, and it shall go to his 
grandson. That's natural law, if it isn't the law of 
the land. Jasper has never had his rights, but he shall 
have all that I can grasp for him at last." 

" At last." She had reiterated those words over and 
over again, and she stretched out her fingers, and drew 
them in clenched, with a curious, eager gesture that 
struck Esther as almost uncanny. 

Esther had been gathering her strength to protest, 
but a sense of the utter futility of argument robbed 
her speech of conviction. " You and Jasper are steal- 
ing from the Major, and you are stealing his name from 
your dead son," she said. " Nothing can make that 
right or just." 
zo 
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" Right, right ? " said Mrs. Mordaunt. " But I am 
right at last, I tell you. All these years he has been 
defrauded. My boy has been a wanderer, and as bad 
as motherless, / let him go, and his brother turned 
on him, but now he shall have his own ! What is mine 
is his. It shall be so, if I hang for it, Esther ! My 
son lives. What have I to do with Gatton, who is 
dead ? " 

She was excited. Her voice rose shrill and high. 
The moral gulf between these two women might 
indeed be deep and broad, but, fortunately for per- 
plexed humanity, there is more than one bridge by 
which we get in touch with each other. 

Esther saw the old woman's shaking hands and over- 
bright eyes, and pushed aside every problem but one — 
how best to soothe and quiet her. Good and evil, 
right and wrong, these belonged to the everlasting; 
they could wait. But the call of bodily weakness was 
urgent, and it appealed to Esther's deepest instinct 

" Why, yes. Cousin Becky," she said. " Your son is 
alive and well, and now you have told me everything, 
and there is no secret between us. But, if we go on 
talking over such exciting subjects, we shall neither of us 
be able to eat one mouthful of dinner, and that won't 
please him. I am going to fetch a book and read 
aloud now, though you laugh at my love for stories." 

She spoke lightly, but she felt strangely nervous, and 
she did not care to leave the room. She lit a candle 
and sat close to its light, reading from the first volume 
that she touched. Her voice, purposely monotonous, 
had often before now soothed her old cousin to sleep. 
As it happened, it was no story, but the sayings of 
Marcus Aurelius that came to her hand. Esther read 
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on and on, hardly knowing, and caring not at all what 
she read. Perhaps she really had some mesmeric in- 
fluence, for presently Mrs. Mordaunt's eyelids drooped, 
and she nodded in her chair. Esther gradually let her 
voice sink lower and lower till it melted into silence, 
and the book of the wise man fell on her knee. His 
wisdom did not help her ; it was too cold, and it applied 
to the wise and strong. It had no message for sinners. 
Perhaps, for all its calm, it was too hopeless. 

The candle burned low, but Esther would not ring 
for lamps. It was so important that Mrs. Mordaunt's 
rare sleep should be undisturbed. The unusual flush 
had faded ; she looked deadly white, and very old and 
feeble. Esther's heart yearned towards her — her kind, 
brave old protectress, who must have borne so sore and 
aching a longing with so cheerful a bearing, whose 
moral blindness now was, perhaps, inevitable, the result 
of long years of suppressed feeling. 

" She is no longer sane where he is concerned," thought 
Esther. " Who can judge her ? Not I — not I." 

Her thoughts melted into that worldless cleaving to 
the only Power that knows, to which pitiful perplexity 
and glimmerings of half-knowledge drive us sooner or 
later. To care well for fellow-man or fellow-woman 
means, alas ! such uncertainty, such groping in confused 
alleys, such flashes of bewildering enlightenment and 
repentance of rash conclusions. Hard to tread, marked 
with blood, and wet with tears is the way of love, the 
Via Cruets along which humanity awkwardly stumbles. 
Yet it is the road that leads to God. 

The room was full of shadows. Esther wondered 
whether she might safely venture to poke the fire, so 
as to make them dance and shift. To her somewhat 
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overstrained nerves they had become weirdly oppres- 
sive, connected somehow with the tragedies that had 
been enacted in this place, and with the unfaced diffi- 
culties that lurked in her own mind. What should 
she say ? How should she behave when she next met 
Mr. Rip Van Winkle? Was she herself criminal in 
that she had sworn to conceal this secret? These 
were dark questions, but as yet they hid in corners 
and were not pressing. Her imagination was too 
possessed by the tale she had heard, her painfully 
acute sympathy too alive for it to be possible for 
her to debate much as yet on questions of conduct 

Mrs. Mordaunt must have been little more than a 
school-girl when Jasper was bom, and by the time that 
second uncared-for child came into the world, must 
have lived through a tragedy. She must have been 
disillusioned; must have known that her lover (that 
mysterious unnamed lover to whom even her old age 
was loyal) was dead ; must have made up her mind 
to accept and make the best of a spoilt life, — and that, 
before she had completed her twentieth year. 

Esther pictured Cousin Becky young. A gipsy-like, 
beautiful girl, with a bright wit and a sharp tongue, 
and, deep hidden under the wit and the sharpness, 
a passionate heart, whose courage alone saved it from 
despair. 

" She must have stood quite alone," thought Esther. 
"And what a cycle of experiences to have rushed 
through almost before she was a woman grown ! 
Perhaps her emotional nature was exhausted. Per- 
haps that was why Gatton woke no maternal tender- 
ness in her. Poor Gatton, for whom no one had one 
good word." 
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Esther had got to this point in her meditations, 
peering backwards, trying to realise the how and why 
of past happenings, with a philosophy coloured by 
tenderness, when a sudden cry startled her. 

Mrs. Mordaunt was sitting upright, wide awake ; her 
eyes were staring ; her finger pointed to a far comer of 
the room. " It is Gatton ! It is Gatton ! " she cried. 
" He has come back. But he is cold — ice-cold and wet. 
Don't let him come closer, Esther. Don't let him 
touch me." 

Esther sprang up hastily. " No, no ; Gatton is not 
here. You are still dreaming." 

The old woman had risen to her feet. Her face 
was convulsed with terror. " Call my son Jasper," she 
gasped. But before Esther could call anyone, she 
tottered and pitched forward, 

Esther laid her on the floor, and peeled furiously at 
the bell. The servants came running up. Esther tried 
to pour brandy between the colourless lips, and cut the 
laces of the old-fashioned black dress. She bade some- 
one open the window, and the fresh air, snow-laden, 
blew into the room, making the lamp that had been 
brought flicker, the draught dispersing shadows and 
ghosts with its sharp, healthy breath. 

Esther put her hand on the old woman's heart and 
bent her cheek to the still lips. " Fetch her son 
quickly ! " she said, but she knew that it was already 
too late. 

Cousin Becky's soul had fled. Jasper, for all his 
cleverness, and for all her love for him, could not call 
it back to the worn-out, deserted, little old body that it 
had so imperiously commanded, and that lay there so 
still and so quiet, resting very well at last. 



CHAPTER XII 

IT was the day of the funeral. Mrs. Mordaunt's 
body was carried out of the house in which she 
had lived so long, had reigned with such vigour, 
and abdicated, so unexpectedly gladly. Esther had 
sometimes seen this day coming in the far distance. 
She had known that in all human likelihood her Cousin 
Becky must die before her. But, now that it had 
actually come, it was utterly unlike anything that she 
had imagined. She had pictured herself chief, almost 
sole, mourner. Behold! another took that place by 
nearer and tenderer right. She had imagined herself 
overwhelmed with grief, but wondered now why she 
was not much sadder. Poor Esther ! She woke from 
an exhausted, dreamless sleep, with the strange sensa- 
tion of having lost all natural feeling. That scene in 
the library was still so present with her that she was 
dazed by its vividness. But she was dry-eyed and 
disinclined to weep. When her dear old Godfather 
spoke tenderly to her she shook her head. 

" Yes, Cousin Becky is — was, I mean — very good to 
me, but I am not so sorry as you imagine. I believe 
I haven't really got much heart," said Esther, " It was 
a mistake to fancy I had." 

Mr. Joel was staying in the house, at Jasper's 
entreaty. 
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" My dear child, an old fellow like me, blind and 
stupid, isn't much comfort. Shall we send for your 
sisters ? " said he. 

But at that Esther shook her head. "No — they 
didn't like Cousin Becky; I don't want them. She 
won't want them at her funeral." 

She had not spoken to Jasper since the evening 
when his mother died. She had avoided him and 
kept to her own room, pleading a disinclination to 
see anyone, which seemed natural enough in the 
circumstances. Once, stealing at dusk to the room 
that had been Mrs. Mordaunt's, she had met him 
coming out, and it had flashed across her mind that 
he was more a part of " Cousin Becky " than was 
the worn-out shell that lay so still and aloof on 
the bed. He had looked pitifully at her sad, white 
face, and held out his hand to her, but she had 
not taken it, and he had fancied that she hardly 
saw him. 

On the morning of the funeral she met him in the 
hall, with a set expression which he could not quite 
decipher. 

" Are you coming with me, Esther ? I shall walk 
by the footpath," said he. And Esther assented at 
once. 

He might have committed all the sins in the 
decalogue, but he was none the less her Cousin Becky's 
son. It was fitting that he and she, who had really 
loved the old woman, should stand together at her 
grave, if never again. 

There was no paraphernalia of gloom. Everything 
was as absolutely simple as Mrs. Mordaunt had decreed 
that it should be. The two fat grey horses that had 
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often drawn her heavy yellow-wheeled carriage, drew 
her coffin to its last resting-place. In accordance with 
her expressly stated desire, no one was bidden or 
encouraged to attend. 

" ril have no junketing over my poor old bones," 
she had once said. " Mind that, Essie ! " 

The churchyard stood on a hill, and a very few 
people, servants, villagers, and tenants, wound their 
way up to it. Mr. Joel met them at the lych-gate, 
and walked with his wonderful certainty and directness 
to the church. He knew his way about his churchyard 
as he knew it about his parish. 

**We brought nothing into the world, and it is 
certain that we can carry nothing out," he chanted in 
the clear tenor that had been very beautiful when he 
was young. 

Esther quite unconsciously shook her head. " But 
Cousin Becky carries her secret out with her," thought 
she. 

Later, when they stood by the open grave, the 
details of the scene impressed themselves with photo- 
graphic clearness on her brain. She observed that her 
dear old Godfather's surplice was frayed at the edge, 
and that the light showed through the delicate dam that 
she had put into • it with her own hands a month ago. 
She noticed the powdery flakes resting on Jasper's 
bared head, and that the Major, who stood opposite to 
her, had had a crape band put round his hat. She 
had been unable to pin her tired attention to the 
service in the church, but outside in the crisp, snow- 
laden air, a sentence reached her again, piercing the 
misty unreality that seemed to surround her. " Thou 
knowest. Lord, the secrets of our hearts." It could 
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never be anything but comfort to Esther to believe 
that He did indeed know. 

The Major listened with an air of immovable 
soldierly respect and attention, but at heart he was 
annoyed. He highly disapproved of Esther's being 
present. He laid down very hard-and-fast rules about 
the right place for women, and he considered that they 
were out of place at a funeral. Nevertheless, since she 
had come, he was glad that he was standing by to give 
her his countenance and protection. She must have 
had a painful and exciting week, and he had seen that 
she was somewhat overstrained at that last interview 
with his old cousin, the remembrance of which was still 
painfully fresh. Then he faced the thought that the 
excitement of that scene had probably quickened the 
end. He never shirked facts, but he was certainly not 
morbidly self-reproachful on the subject. He had 
done what he believed to be right, and consequences 
were not his affair. There was a simplicity about the 
Major that was the very antithesis of the modern spirit 
of analysis. Yet he was sadder than might have been 
imagined. At the bottom of his heart he had really 
had a sort of conservative affection for the old woman 
who had so flouted and jeered at him. It was a grave 
and awful thought that she had died in her sins. He 
never as much as glanced at the claimant. It would 
be unworthy of the occasion to be disturbed by 
anger during so solemn a service. He ruled his 
thoughts as he had ruled his regiment, with a tight 
hand. 

The blinds were drawn up, and the sunshine was 
breaking through the yellow clouds, when the oddly 
assorted party returned to the house. They went into 
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the library, where Mrs. Mordaunt's lawyer read the 
will aloud somewhat nervously. She had constantly 
changed her lawyer, being apt to engage in hot dis- 
putes over fees. The present man had been summoned 
a few weeks before her death to make some alteration 
in the amount of a legacy to one of the servants. He 
belonged to a small country-town firm of no standing ; 
he had some pretensions to gentility, but was over- 
awed by the Major's stem curtness and by Esther's 
gentle politeness. Jasper had flung himself into the 
arm-chair by the fire that his mother had occupied, 
and stared at the flames with an air of complete 
detachment. Esther sat between Mr. Joel and the 
doctor at the octagon table, with the lawyer and the 
Major opposite to her. 

This room had been the stage of many strange 
scenes, but this seemed to her one of the strangest. 
She could not rid herself of the impression that Mrs. 
Mordaunt was still in it; was observing with her 
accustomed grim humour the too free-and-easy manner 
by which Mr. Robinson tried to mask his nervousness, 
the snub which the Major administered, and the 
doctor's professional cheerfulness. It was incredible 
that so lively a mind should be dead. Mrs. Mordaunt's 
savings, together with money that had come to her 
through her husband, were all that had been in her 
own power to will. Her savings amounted to a much 
larger sum than the Major had supposed possible. She 
had invested seven thousand pounds in a very profitable 
business, and these shares were left "To my dear 
adopted daughter, Esther Mordaunt, in token of my 
affection and gratitude." Two thousand pounds went 
to the Major, rather to his surprise than to his gratitude 
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or pleasure. The rest of the money (with the exception 
of a few legacies to her servants) was to be spent in 
the repairing of outhouses and cottages, in the renewal 
of farm instruments, and the general improvement of 
the estate of Applehurst There was no direct mention 
of her son in the document; Esther guessed that she 
had been induced to evade writing Gatton's name, both 
because of a natural shrinking and because of a certain 
canniness that made her keep as much as possible 
within the letter of the law. 

The servants sat in a row by the door, and old 
Wilcox, a little apart from them, turned watchful, 
suspicious eyes from one to another, as he listened 
attentively to the reading of the long-winded legal 
phraseology. He did not understand that the estate 
was already his master's. He feared that by some 
underhand dealing the Major and the lawyer had got 
the better of the situation. He could hardly rejoice 
in the one hundred pounds that had been left to 
himself, so absorbed was he by nervous fears lest his 
beloved squire should prove not sharp enough for his 
enemies, and by wishes that he would wake out of that 
gloomy fit of abstraction, and pay some heed to what 
was going on. 

At the close of the reading the Major stood up and 
made a strange little speech that took them all by 
surprise. " I wish to state in the presence of these 
gentlemen," said he, "that there was an unwritten 
agreement between the late Mrs. Mordaunt and myself 
that we should both abide by a lawyer's opinion as to the 
validity of the claim of this gentleman, who has stated 
that he is my Cousin * Gatton Mainwaring Mordaunt,' 
who was supposed to have been drowned in the Bay of 
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Naples in the year 1 8 — . Mr. Holdsworthy has not 
yet concluded his investigations. For the moment, 
therefore, I do not make any further protest." 

Jasper looked up quickly. " I am perfectly willing 
to release you from that agreement, which was 
informal, and not of my making or made at my 
instigation," said he. 

" Unfortunately it is not in your power to release 
me," the Major said drily, and the snub was un- 
answerable. 

Yet the man's speech fascinated him. The rogue 
was not merely bold, he was also impulsive. It 
ought not to be so difficult to unmask and overthrow 
him. 

Mr. Joel frowned anxiously; he had a horror of 
aught that approached a quarrel. Dr. Clayton said 
" Tche-tche ! " and shook his head. He thoroughly 
believed in Jasper; he liked and admired him. He 
was indignant on his behalf, and, as the three men 
presently crossed the hall together, he threw an extra 
amount of friendliness into his manner, because of the 
Major's snub. 

Jasper opened the hall door for Dr. Clayton, who 
shook hands with him warmly when he went out. The 
Major lingered, then faced their host (who had no busi- 
ness to be his host) squarely. 

" I am not satisfied. I do not pretend to believe 
that you are Gatton." 

Jasper shrugged his shoulders with a gesture, half- 
impatient and wholly weary. 

" But no one ever suspected you of pretending any- 
thing," he said. 

" Therefore," continued the Major, " I am going to 
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make my own inquiries in Venezuela, Holdsworthy 
is getting old, and very slow." 

Jasper laughed suddenly. The moment before he 
had been sick of this whole mad game, utterly dejected 
and downcast by reason of another story that had 
only indirectly to do with his claims on Applehurst. 
But the Major amused him, and his mood lightened. 

" I shall be delighted to afford you every possible 
facility for inquiring into my affairs past and present," 
said he. " So you are off to South America ? Well, 
I didn't live in a corner, you know. You'll hear lots 
about me. I hope you'll let me write a line, which 
you can carry in your pocket, to Dr. R — s P — 1. 
You'll find it an immense help." 

" And who is he ? " said the Major. 

" Oh, merely the President of a country that com- 
prises between five and six hundred thousand square 
miles." 

" Very well," said the Major, still eyeing him gravely. 
" I do not say * thank you,* because, of course, you make 
the offer in your own interest, and to further your own 
private ends; but I see no reason why I should not 
accept it. I mean to find out all I can." 

" Upon my soul ! " said Jasper. " I wonder where 
the deuce my private ends were ? I'd lost sight of 'em. 
You are at liberty to read my letter, if you like." 

" Very well," said the Major again. 

" It would be rather a waste of breath to give 
permission to most detectives," said Jasper, with a 
twinkle in his eyes. "But I doubt whether you 
were originally cut out for the work, Major. You 
see, you expect your villain to be always consistently 
villainous, eh ? " 
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Esther missed this little scene. She had gone 
upstairs immediately the reading was over, for her 
head was aching, and the library oppressed her. She 
was thankful to reach her own room, a haven of refuge 
less associated with tragedies. She had to pack her 
possessions, but had not energy to begin at once, and 
sat in her chair by the window watching the falling 
flakes with dreamy eyes. She was roused at last by 
Polly Greenback, who came with hot water and 
candle, and whose eyes were swollen with tears. 

" Oh, Miss ! " she said, " Fm so sorry you are going 
away." 

She drew down the blinds, shutting out the distant 
glimpse of the church and the churchyard where the 
old mistress lay out in the cold. 

" Oh, Miss ! couldn't you take me with you ? " 

" I would, certainly, if I had a house of my own," 
said Esther. " But I mean to move into lodgings in 
London, Polly, and I have no need of a housemaid. 
You can apply to me for a character, of course, and 
you are sure to get a choice of situations. Domestic 
service is the one line in life in which women can 
pick and choose. You will be in demand, you 
know." 

She smiled encouragingly, though rather sadly. 
Her own services were not particularly required. Her 
own life seemed perhaps a little lacking in point just 
then. 

"Oh yes, Miss. It isn't that Tm anxious about 
getting suited with a place," said Polly. "For the 
matter of that, Mr. Mordaunt has offered to keep us 
all on, and we all like him. It was that Fd like 
to stay with you, and, if you thought of having a 
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maid, Miss, Fm handy at my needle, and Fd try 
to give satisfaction. If you remember, Miss Esther, 
I was only twelve when I came here, and Mrs. Mor- 
daunt took me because you spoke up for me, and said 
that, though I was small, I was spry, and that you 
could soon get me into the right ways. I had a rough 
home, but you've been the making of me, Miss." 

Esther put her hand to her head, and tried to bring 
her mind to bear on the subject in hand. Polly's 
words woke her easily roused sense of responsibility. 
She did not like to think that the girl might stay on 
at Applehurst without her. 

" I should advise you to go to another place," she 
said. "You see, Polly, there is no mistress here 
now." 

" But Mrs. Barker is going to stay on. Miss, and so 
is the others. WeVe none of us had a doubt about 
Mr. Mordaunt from the beginning. There's been talk 
in the village (though folks is mostly on the right side), 
but we knew. That night when Mr. Mordaunt came 
to stay, and we was called up into the dining-room, 
and the mistress made that speech, we all of us noticed 
the first thing, that you was there, and the mistress 
leaning on you." 

" But what difference did that make ? " said Esther 
faintly. 

Polly's kind, honest eyes regarded her with fond 
loyalty. " Why, Miss, it just made all the difference. 
When we got back to the kitchen Mrs. Barker says : * I 
am sure, certain sure, it is all right, and that is Mr. 
Gatton as was drowned in foreign parts come back to 
his own. Because, if it weren't so. Miss Esther would 
never stand by and uphold him.' And, oh. Miss 1 that 
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was what I felt too, though it wasn't my place to speak 
out, and it was how we all looked at it (excepting Mr. 
Wilcox, who don't take account of women, and made up 
his mind later for himself) : we all knew that you would 
never be upholding anything but what was right. I 
thought of how the things had been moved out of the 
best bedroom. Miss, and how you'd been vexed-like, 
and, if you had not been on one side of the old mis- 
tress, I for one should have thought for myself that 
perhaps we was all being deluded; but, seeing you 
there, made us all certain sure." 

A wave of colour rushed over Esther's pale face. 

"Oh, but, Polly — I might have made a mistake," 
she tried, and Polly's comfortable " Not you, Miss 
Esther," but perturbed her the more. 

Esther was proud, though she had little vanity. 
Blame implied or outspoken was apt to affect her " the 
wrong way," or not at all ; but what pride can stand 
unhumbled before absolute confidence? Not hers, 
certainly. Had her integrity indeed been so unassail- 
able ? Had she not been bribed by love ? 

" And then. Miss, there's Harvey," said Polly, blush- 
ing in her turn. 

Harvey was the Major's soldier servant. He be- 
longed to Applehurst; his grandmother lived in the 
village. He had enlisted as a lad, but was now on 
the reserve list When the Major came to Apple- 
hurst, Harvey always accompanied him. His soldier- 
ing had straightened his shoulders, and from an 
awkward lout he had become] what Applehurst called 
" a tolerable well set-up " man. 

" Mr. Harvey he says women have no call to form 
opinions of their own," Polly went on, but somewhat 
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interrogatively, as if she expected Esther to contradict 
this assertion. " He says that was the beginning of 
all the mischief Eve did in the garden. He says that 
if his master says a thing is so — why, so it is ; and 
though it may be that you and the mistress thought 
otherwise, yet you and the mistress being only females 
(but I hope you'll not think me rude, Miss Esther), your 
opinion can't carry no weight against Major Iredale's. 

Esther smiled in spite of her sadness. Harvey's 
bashful, red-haired countenance rose up before her 
mind's eye. She had known him as a taciturn or 
painfully shy person, with very respectful manners. 
It amused her to discover that, beneath all his apparent 
awe of Mrs. Mordaunt and herself, he had yet regarded 
both as belonging to a distinctly inferior species. 

" But Harvey has nothing whatever to do with the 
question as to whether you shall stay here or find 
another place," said she. 

" No, Miss ; and so I've told him," rejoined Polly. 
" And, if you can't take me with you, here I shall 
stay, for all he may say to the contrary. For, you 
see, Miss Esther, to just give up the place because 
he tells me to, would be acting like as if we were 
promised to each other, which we are not." 

" But I think you must be thinking of being prom- 
ised to each other?" said Esther. She ventured on 
the remark timidly, for Polly was fiercely modest. 

" Oh, Miss ! " cried Polly, " I was never one to play 
with a man ; but I'd like to stand off a bit and think. 
Mr. Harvey he has a temper, and he'll just never 
speak to me again, if I go against his advice now. 
But oh, Miss ! it means a deal of givin' in, if one should 
take to one like him. I don't feel as if I knew which 
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way to turn. But I've never said a word to any but 
you, Miss Esther." 

" I think I must change my mind and take you 
with me, after all, Polly," said Esther impulsively; 
but the girl's frank pleasure upset her composurq^ 
she sent Polly out of the room hastily, and, burying 
her face in her hands, wept at last. 

Mr. Joel and Jasper dined alone together that night 
in the long, gloomy dining-room where Esther and 
Mrs. Mordaunt had eaten many frugal and hastily 
despatched meals. Jasper was by turns hilarious and 
gloomy, and the old man's delicate face wore a look 
of painful inquiry that deepened as the night wore on. 
He could not see how often the new squire's glass was 
filled, but he could hear that he was excited. He got 
up at last. " I never drink anything but water," he 
said. " I'm going out." 

" Out ? Where ? " said Jasper. " Oh yes, I re- 
member ! You've a chapel on a hill that is chock- 
full of dreams and white wings. I stumbled into it 
once, didn't I ? That was soon after I got back. 
All right, sir. Don't let me keep you. But one 
day, you know, there'll be a rush of hot wind, and a bad 
taste of dust in your mouth, and a broken stone, and no 
more angels — only moths and thistles, and you sitting 
on the floor and smiling the wrong side of your 
mouth. It always ends so. It's just the beginnings 
of things that vary, but there's a sameness about the 
end. Thais dust and ashes. Dust and ashes. The 
rest is the game we play at, but the reality just waits. 
One wakes up in time, and there it is." 

The old man turned to him with purest pity in his 
face. 
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" Come with me," he said ; " I am awake, and you 
are dreaming bad dreams. The night will do you 
good. It's always better outside. It doesn't do to 
shut yourself up with trouble between four walls. 
She grows too big, and fills the place." 

Jasper shook his head. " No ; religion is your 
game ! We can't play each other's part. Mind you, 
I'm not saying anything against it. It's played me 
some scurvy tricks ; but, as games go, it seems to me 
as satisfactory as any — for the player." 

He filled his glass once again. Mr. Joel hesitated 
sadly, — recognising a note of antagonism under the 
moderation of his host's speech; then he went out 
silently. He was not the kind that can compel. The 
very delicacy and acuteness of his perception made 
that impossible. His influence was never coercive. 
But he climbed the hill with a heavy heart as he went 
to his Chapel of Dreams. 

And Jasper, left alone, filled his glass again. He 
was no habitual drunkard, as his grandfather had 
been, but he deliberately got drunk that night. That 
was one way of running away from blue devils. His 
old mother had suffered from their attacks too, but 
had faced them. She was, on the whole, a braver soul 
than her son (though his physical daring was unim- 
peachable) ; but then her son was not all hers after all 
— his father's blood ran in his veins too. 

The butler nodded sagely when he helped the squire 
upstairs. 

" The new master takes after the old squire in more 
ways than one," he said to himself. 

The Major's speech had been much discussed, but 
the household believed vehemently in Jasper, and now 
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his very failings were accounted as fresh evidence on 
his side. For luck always followed this man. He 
was tragically unfortunate in big matters, but in the 
smaller chances of life his dice were apt to fall in 
doublets. He counted on that fact himself, and 
would always take a risk without a qualm. 

Old Wilcox went home through the village after 
the reading of the will, muttering to himself as he 
went Nothing would have induced him to touch 
his hat to the Major, who passed him on his way, 
and he even went so far as to attempt to chant in a 
queer, cracked voice — 

**0 Lord our God, arise, 
Scatter his enemies 
And make them fall." 

But the Major was not insulted. It never even 
occurred to him that the verse that seemed so strikingly 
appropriate to Wilcox, could have any connection with 
himself. 

" Her enemies, my man. Her enemies," he said in his 
sharp, incisive voice. " George iv. is dead, you know ! " 

" Oh ay, and so*s the poor old missus," replied 
Wilcox. "But the master's alive, in spite of their 
endeavours, and likely so to be. 

" * Frustrate their knavish tricks, 
Confound their Politics.'" 

" I fear youVe been drinking," said the Major ; but 
therein he did his neighbour an injustice. 

Wilcox was sober enough, and sad enough too, when 
he presently sat smoking by the fire, and ruminated 
over the day's events. Perhaps no one, with the 
exception of Esther and of Jasper, had taken Mrs. 
Mordaunt's death more heavily to b^rt than be had. 
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He had never, almost impossible as the fact may seem, 
gone farther than seventeen miles from the place in 
which he had been born and bred. His roots were 
deep in the soil. Applehurst was the world to him, 
and now a principal landmark of his world was 
removed. He pondered a good deal about what 
would happen in the event of his own death. In 
spite of the manner in which he had muddled over 
accounts, Wilcox could not imagine that the " place " 
would get on without him and the watch-dog — loyal 
affection that he entertained for Jasper, made him 
loth to leave his service. 

He presently fetched a big, old-fashioned Bible that 
stood on a shelf in the corner of the room, and, spread- 
ing it open on his knee, smoothed out, with oddly gentle 
touches, some often-fingered scraps of paper. 

" He said as no lawyer would take them as evidence ; 
but I don't see why not," he said to himself. " It's the 
best evidence that ever / saw, and I ain't easily con- 
vinced nor bamboozled neither. But, supposing I was 
to die, who would make sure that they was brought 
forward ? " 

He was tired with his tramp up to the cemetery ; 
his thoughts were confused, they seemed to tumble 
over each other ; he could not sort or arrange them ; 
but one idea stood out clearly at last. He would 
write to his son Ned. Wilcox distrusted all his 
neighbours in the village. He secretly despised, even 
when he treated, them ; but blood is thicker than 
water — ^yes, he would write to Ned. Ned had gone 
to sea against his father's wish, and since then but 
few letters had passed between them ; but for the last 
twelve months Wilcox had been pining for news. 



166 THE ALIEN 

Perhaps it had somehow seemed to the old man 
that the squire's return was of good omen, more 
especially as he came from the very parts with which 
Ned's ship traded. If one wanderer returned, why 
should not another? 

He once inquired of Jasper shyly, and with an effort — 

" If I may make so bold, Mr. Gatton ; have you 
happened across my son Ned, in South Americky ? " 

And Jasper, with that quick-witted good-nature that 
sometimes endeared him to people, had replied gravely, 
"Very probably. I've happened across hundreds of 
sailors at Punta Arenas and Port Limon. What is 
your son like?" And, having further listened to a 
somewhat vague description of a " middle-sized sort 
of chap with light coloured eyes of no particular 
colour," had gladdened and pleased Wilcox by the 
assurance that he distinctly remembered once meeting 
someone of that description, and that it might " likely 
enough " have been Ned. 

He would have said the same if Wilcox had described 
a tall man with black eyes, or a red-haired man with 
blue eyes ; but the belief that Ned and the squire had 
actually met, afforded great pleasure to Wilcox, and 
seemed to make the writing of his letter the easier and 
the more imperative. 

" Dear Ned," he wrote — " This comes, hoping you 
are well, as it leaves me. I'm suffering from a pain in 
the 'ead and a fulness of the stomick, which leads me 
to think as I am not much longer for this world. Our 
old mistress was buried this morning, which looks as 
if it was getting nigh on time for me. I was in a deal 
of trouble, and things not looking up at one time, and 
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the weather very contrary, but, owing to the return of 
Mr. Gatton, all 'as improved wonderful of late. Mr. 
Gatton says as he thinks he met you in furrin parts, 
more especial when he heard as the Ocean Flower 
trades in dry goods with Americky. Mr. Gatton was 
thought to be drowned, and was kep' out of his own 
many too many years by the Major, but is now come 
home ; and there ain't no manner of doubt in my mind, 
nor could be, seeing as natural tricks come out, whether 
it's in dogs or men. But, as he says^ he went by the 
name of Iredale in Americky, and had a deal to do with 
what they calls their Congress, which I take to be their 
furrin imitation of the Queen's Parliament. So, when 
you comes back, you'll meet him again, seeing that he's 
ia his right place now, in spite of the knavish tricks 
which can't be brought home as yet, of them that is 
against him. Which, writing of tricks, I wish to say 
that you'll find them natural ones, that I mentioned 
above, enclosed in the old Bible, and, if I'm dead when 
you comes back, and there should be any further mis- 
chief made by the Major, who was always of an inter- 
fering nature, I desire that you produce them and help 
the right, as your father would have done, which is 
plainly your duty. For there ain't nothing I have at 
heart more than the family's good, though I could not 
manage to keep all straight afore he returned, he being 
too long away, and my years heavy on me. But he 
understood that, and treated me very handsome, which 
not many would have, for, as he himself said, he is one 
in ten. And I don't deny that it was a relief, and 
might have been otherwise, and we owe him a deal. 
And, that being so, I leave the bits of paper to you, 
for, as for him, he didn't make so much account of 
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them as I wished. They being proof positive to a 
thinking man. There was a deal more to say about 
the cottage, and the furniture and what IVe got in the 
bank, which isn't as much as you might expect, con- 
sidering the years I've worked ; but I can't write no 
more now, for this is a long letter, and the pain in my 
'ead is bad. So I beg as you'll act wise in all these 
matters, though that don't seem likely, seeing as you 
took after your mother, and was never clever. But I 
charge you solemn to carry out my directions in this, 
though you did go against me in going to sea. Which, 
if you do, you have my free forgiveness. — Your affec- 
tionate father, JAMES WiLCOX." 

The writing of that letter took Wilcox a good three 
hours. When it was written, folded, and directed, he 
sat long, staring at it, as it lay on his knee. 

It was the last communication that his son would 
get from him ; he had a faint premonition of that, and 
yet it contained no expression of his real affection. 
He had never wished to express love before (except, 
indeed, many years ago, when he was courting), but 
illness and the approach of death, and the strangeness 
of the late events, had broken and softened him. He 
shook his head, sighed, then opened the letter again, 
and with stiff laborious fingers added a postscript 

" Not but what I don't mind your knowing that I 
thought a deal of your mother, though it don't do to 
set 'em up by saying so." 

After that, he posted his letter, and his words flew 
over sea and land, charged as they were with a loyal 
care for Jasper, that was to have strange effect ! 

They puzzled their recipient terribly. 



CHAPTER XIII 

** If we would achieve a sure and satisfactory knowledge of the Divine, 
two things are necessary — God*s guidance and man's company." — 
Rabelais. 

ON the morrow, when Esther came down with 
reddened eyes, but feeling the better for her 
tears, her old " Godfather " met her with a perturbed 
face. " Esther," he said, " you must not stay here 
any longer. You must leave at once." 

" But, of course," said Esther ; " I only waited till the 
funeral was over. It would have been almost irreverent 
to speak of my own affairs before that, especially as 
Cousin Becky's son has always treated me with the 
greatest consideration ; but I have arranged to leave 
to-morrow when you leave. There can be no question 
of my staying." 

" I think you need not wait till to-morrow. Why 
not go to-day ? " said Mr. Joel anxiously. 

Though his charity was wide, he was yet sensitive 
about Esther. He was unconventional to a degree 
that made some people consider him a simpleton, but 
he was shocked at the idea of her being under the same 
roof with a man who drank. He had met his host on 
the stairs last night, and had experienced a thrill of 
indignation. His imaginative sympathy was great, but 
he had been bom a poet and a saint. 

" But, my dear Godfather, I cannot spread wings and 
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fly off at a moment's notice, like that robin," protested 
Esther. 

She opened the dining-room window while she spoke, 
and scattered a handful of seed and bread-crumbs for 
winter pensioners. 

" I shall only do that once more, and I've done it 
every winter day for years. The winter is not really 
on us yet, but there was a frost last night. Poor 
birds ! I hope they won't miss me." 

" It is not only the robins who will miss you ; yet I 
should advise you to take advantage of this fine day 
for your journey." 

" I have been housekeeper here for so long. There 
is a good deal to settle before I leave my keys with Mrs. 
Barker, and I have not finished packing," said Esther. 
" Besides, I must have a roof over my head, and my 
lodgings in London are engaged from to-morrow." 

" Then come to my cottage," said Mr. Joel. " I see 
no difficulty whatever. Your old Godfather is a fitter 
host for you than this stranger ; though, indeed, Esther, 
I would not speak hardly of him. Last week I passed by 
the bit of ploughed land that Green has reclaimed from 
the downs. I startled a bevy of rooks, and among them 
was a gull. I heard the sea-bird's cry as he rose into 
the air. That made me think of Mr. Mordaunt He is 
as alien to us quiet country folk in thoughts and ways, 
as the gull is to the rooks who roost among our elms." 

" Why, you are nearly as bad as the Major ! " said 
Esther, trying to smile. " But for once I am going to be 
obstinate. To-morrow I shall leave my old home for ever 
and ever, but I will not rush away before then. I have to 
bid * good-bye ' to every corner of it, and besides " — she 
hesitated a moment, then added, pinning her own resolu- 
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tion by the words, " I have something to say to Cousin 
Becky's son that must, and shall be said before I go." 

She spoke with decision. Esther had been wilful 
when she was young, and she had a will of her own 
still, though it had not been much exercised of late 
years, and had perhaps got a little out of repair. She 
had felt as if she had been blown hither and thither 
by her strong sympathies, by her grief, by her natural 
recoil from deception and wrong-doing ; but at last she 
knew quite clearly what she meant to do and say, and 
there was always a certain largeness and generosity 
about her that made her shrink from any unnecessary 
distrust. Jasper was playing a bad part, and he was 
stealing from the Major, but it did not follow that she 
was unsafe under his roof. A man is no more bound 
to all the sins of the decalogue, because he has indulged 
pretty freely in some of them, than he is bound to all 
the virtues because he is a pattern of domesticity. 
That sounds a self-evident truism, yet it takes some 
learning to realise it, and learning of a kind that is not 
to be found in libraries nor bought at second-hand. 
One school there is where such lessons are taught, and 
where the price is paid in something warmer than coin 
of the realm. 

Not even to her dear old Godfather could Esther 
speak of the story which had been told her. There 
was but one person in all the world to whom she 
might open her heart with no breaking of pledges, and 
that was Jasper himself. Jasper, whom she had been 
evading during these last miserable days, whose glance 
she had been ashamed to meet, as if she had been the 
deceiver and he the deceived. She would tell Cousin 
Becky's son that she knew everything, would implore 
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him, with all the persuasive power that she possessed, 
to give up this mad and wicked pretence. "Yet I 
never in my life could turn Cousin Becky one hair's- 
breadth from the way she meant to go," thought 
Esther, and then again, " But he is a man, and, if one 
throws one's heart into it, men are easier to persuade." 

Jasper sent an excuse, and put in no appearance 
either at breakfast or lunch. In the afternoon Esther 
took her courage in both hands, and went to seek him. 
Some instinct led her to the kitchen-garden, or perhaps 
not instinct, but that fine observation of tiny traits that 
is often called by its name. Jasper loved the sun, and 
the walled garden faced south, and got all the warmth 
that was to be had. 

The snow of the day before, and the early frost 
seemed to have passed like a dream. The sun had 
gained in strength, and the afternoon had been bright, 
with the touching fleeting brightness of autumn. Esther 
passed through the queer wooden gates (from which the 
paint had long ago peeled, leaving them grey), and a 
faint fragrance greeted her. This part of the old place 
had always been better kept than the rest of the 
grounds. It was an oasis of summer sweetness. Here 
were the latest blowing autumn roses, pathetically 
delicate, drooping now from the untimely snow of the 
day before. Dahlias too, and clumps of Michaelmas- 
daisies, wedged in amongst the fruit trees. The cheer- 
ful red and yellow apples had been safely garnered ; it 
had been a splendid fruit year. The new master, it 
was said, had brought luck. 

Esther's eyes lingered lovingly on every detail. 
They dwelt on the brick walls, once red, but toned by 
age into rich shades of russet brown and purple and 
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orange; at the quaint roofs of the black outhouses 
that rose above the wall, and were outlined sharply 
against the mellow evening sky; at the moss paths, 
that she would in all probability never tread again. 
In its autumn beauty, the walled garden was like a 
ripe and good old age. It breathed of peace. A sun- 
dial stood on a little plot of grass in the very centre. 
On summer days this was the hottest place in the 
garden, but now the shadows lay long and cool. 

As Esther drew near, she saw that Jasper was lying 
face downwards on the grass, by the grey steps of the 
dial ; his hat was off, his head resting on his crossed 
arms. She was momentarily frightened. A sudden 
horror seized her lest he should be dead ; for Death, 
unannounced, had entered her home so suddenly and 
rudely of late that her nerves were somewhat on edge. 
A sharply opened door would startle her, a cry in the 
village street would bring back, ringing in her ears, the 
cry with which her old cousin had died. Then she 
saw that Jasper was but sleeping, and she sat down 
quietly on the steps and waited. 

After a minute or two he stirred, raised his head, 
stared for a moment with sleep-filled eyes, then sprang 
to his feet with an exclamation of dismay. 

Why, Esther ! you should have kicked me," he said. 
" How could you have let me snore peacefully at full 
length in front of you ? " 

" I could not bear to wake you, because I have such 
a foolish dislike to waking anyone," said Esther gently. 
" Besides, I thought that you needed sleep." 

Jasper had seen twenty times as much as she had, 
her instinctive little assumption of care for him was 
almost absurd, yet there is always a motherly element 
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in a woman's feeling for a man, and she held in her 
memory a clue to this man's life. She knew of the 
bitterness of his disowned childhood and boyhood as 
well as of the wrong that he had done. In the end 
her pity had overcome her horror, but the conflict had 
been sharp. It had left her weary and very gentle, 
and it had absolutely swept away conventionalism. 

" I leave to-morrow. I have been saying good-bye 
to the kitchen-garden," she said. 

She kept her place on the steps, sitting with her 
back resting against the dial, and with her hands lying 
on her knees. Jasper got up and moved restlessly about. 

" But it is a shame that you should have to go. 
That makes me feel as if I were a mean skunk, Esther. 
It never occurred to me that I should ever turn you 
out. It seems to me that this is more your home than 
mine, by a long way." 

" It seems so to me too, sometimes," said Esther 
gravely. 

" Yet I would never rob you, Esther," he said, with 
his sweet whimsical smile. " If the place had been left 
to you in case of my death, I would have remained 
in my coffin, or have disappeared again." 

" I believe that," said Esther slowly. 

Probably most people, knowing what she knew, would 
not have believed it ! but she recollected that Cousin 
Becky had possessed a vein of chivalry too,- and an occa- 
sional generosity that had not in the least prevented 
her from doing some very bad things. 

" The truth is," she said firmly, though she turned a 
shade whiter while she spoke — " the truth is that it is no 
more yours than it is mine, and that no sentiment, and 
no affection for the place can alter that fact one bit," 
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" Hullo ! " said Jasper. He gave her a long look, but 
Esther's eyes dropped ; it was she who was ashamed. 

" My dear Cousin Esther, you are not a fool," said 
he. " Tve seen you coming round to me day by day, 
and week by week. Whatever you may have thought 
at first, you surely know now that I am her son ? " 

He stretched out his hand to her. A lean, capable 
hand, with a conjurer's palm, and an odd blue mark in 
its hollow. " That is my mother's hand, mark and all, 
over again — only a size or two bigger. I saw that you 
noticed it once, when I was carving a pheasant at dinner." 

"Yes, I noticed it; but I no longer needed its 
evidence," said Esther. " You are my Cousin Becky's 
son. Every hour has borne some proof that has helped 
to convince me. You are hers all through, as she herself 
declared. Not only flesh of her flesh, but soul of her 
soul as well. Yet this place is not yours, and you 
know that ; and she knew it, and I know it, too, at last, 
because she told me the truth just before she died." 

" The deuce she did ! " cried Jasper, and then he 
laughed his harsh, sudden laugh. " Poor Esther ! 
Well, it was a d — d shame to have told you. My 
poor old mother oughtn't to have done that. One 
shouldn't put burdens on such slight shoulders. That 
is why you have crept out of my way, eh ? No wonder 
you look worn to death." 

The unexpectedness of the reply left Esther speech- 
less. She had fancied that Jasper might be angry — 
might possibly, and she had dreaded that possibility, 
have lied to her, and denied the truth of the story, or 
might (though this was difficult to imagine) be put out 
of countenance ; but he was none of these things, and 
the odd part of it was that his sympathy was genuine. 
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The rogue, if rogue he was, was really rather sorry for 
Esther. 

" It must have made it awkward for you," he said. 
" In fact, it is awkward. You ought to have no share 
in this sort of secret. / should never have told you. 
What do you mean to do about it, eh ? " 

And Esther, very sad though in truth she was, felt 
an absurd inclination to smile. The Major would have 
said that that last question was put out of sheer 
effrontery, but it did not seem so to her, and perhaps 
she was nearer the truth than he would have been. 

" It is something more than awkward," she said at 
last. " I am not afraid of what Mrs. Grundy might say, if 
she knew that I know. That is a small matter. Yet, if 
you carry on this fraud it will be a heavy grief to me." 

Her grave, tender eyes challenged his with candid dir- 
ectness. The tears that they had shed had purged their 
vision, and it seemed to Jasper that she had taken the 
situation in her slender hands with unexpected courage. 

" You have said, * One should not put burdens on 
other people's shoulders,* but no one ever yet did 
wrong without other people suffering. You put a 
burden on the innocent from the very moment that 
you sin. Why, think — think how it is always so. 
Didn't you suffer wretchedly for what your father did 
in his youth ? Think of the miserable boyhood you 
had ; of the cold, cold home that poor Gatton, whose 
very name you are stealing, had ; of " — 

" Gatton was a cur," said Jasper. 

Then he was rather bitterly amused at his own words. 
His quick mind leapt from one point of view to another. 

" And no doubt you are saying in your heart, * And 
what are you, that you should blame him ? ' " 
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" No," said Esther, and she spoke with unexpected 
passion. " No ! but I say, if that is true (and it is 
what she said), why, then, all the more was he the most 
injured. If such a boy as you were, a boy with all the 
makings of a man in him, needs his mother's love, and 
fails to be all he might have been for lack of it, how 
much more does a bad son need it ? " She was not 
a woman who often spoke of her religious faith. But 
here on this last evening in the garden, with the re- 
membrance of Cousin Becky's words still ringing in her 
ears, it happened that for one moment a veil dropped, 
and by the flare of that miserable old tragedy she saw 
the Christ stand, and knew what He was. 

" Ah, one cannot guess what He meant," said Esther, 
" till one has seen sin so close that one's brain has 
reeled, and yet has loved the sinner; but,*ifa boy's own 
mother does not understand that}" — 

She broke off" short. That confused, half-expressed 
thought had involuntarily tried to shape itself in words, 
but it was not for Jasper. Then her eyes smiled 
through the tears that stood in them. " Poor boys ! 
Poor little boys, who used to quarrel here ! You were 
both wronged, but Gatton most. Don't you carry on the 
wrong, Jasper, for you were never meant to be a rogue." 

Jasper stared at her, half-surprised, half-touched. 

" If I believed that any moral * intention ' went to 
the making of us all, I should say that you were 
* meant ' to be a very good woman," he remarked, " and 
that you have excellently fulfilled the original design. 
But you were not intended, and ought not to have got 
mixed up with such people as my mother and me. 
She and I understood and belonged to each other, but 
you got cast for the wrong company. Why, what 
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have I said ? Esther, in spite of all my sins, I never 
meant to be a brute to you. Why did that make you 
cry ? Eh ? Why have I made you cry ? " 

He sat down by her side on the steps, and repeated 
the question insistently. He was not afraid of a scene, 
and he really liked Esther. The tones of his voice 
were very gentle, and somewhere at the very bottom of 
his heart he had the grace to be a trifle ashamed. He 
was aware, with his keen appreciation of values, that 
one of her tears was worth more than all his kindness. 

Esther drew a little away from him, and dried her 
eyes, quite simply and openly. 

" It was because Cousin Becky once said almost the 
same thing to me, and because you remind me of her 
(as you always do)," she said. " But you are quite mis- 
taken, and s<3 was she. I have never regretted that 
I am fond of Cousin Becky. I will not believe that I 
shall ever regret having known you ; and, what is more, 
though I've buried such a number of years in this 
place, I will not regret one stone or one flower in it, 
when I hear — as I shall hear — that the Major has it, 
and that you've gone honestly away." 

" No. You won't hear that," said he. There was 
just a glimmer of amusement in his face. He liked 
this good and pretty lady immensely, but he wasn't 
prepared to do so much as that for her. 

" Why don't you break your word, and go to the 
nearest magistrate and swear to what she told you ? " 
he asked suddenly. 

" /.? I betray her ? Why, I couldn't;' replied Esther, 
recoiling. It appeared to her that there was a sort of 
diabolical mockery in such a suggestion from his lips. 

" Then no more can I/' said he. " /, for the matter 
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of that, made a promise too, and, after all that has been 
lost, it's a pity if nothing is kept in the end. She 
made a bad bargain, did my poor old mother. She 
made a compromise with respectability — compromises 
never pay — and she saved her good name, and the 
name of my precious scoundrel of a father, and for that 
she sold herself and me. It wasn't worth while. 
Nature was a bit stronger and more revengeful than 
she knew. She suffered for it, poor soul ! She and I 
know how much. / am not going to throw away the 
price she got. We've played the game so well that 
there is no getting out of it now, except by telling the 
whole truth. Well, I won't tell it." And he added, 
with an assurance that was not in the least assumed, 
" And neither will you." 

Then he took up the thread of the conversation 
again in the kindly and half-confidential tones that 
often marked his intercourse with Esther. 

" You see, when I landed, I hadn't any plot in my 
head, I had no more intention of posing as Gatton 
than I had of posing as the man in the moon. When 
I wrote to my mother from Liverpool, I had no 
absolute proof that she was still alive. Mind, I 
believed that she was. I was so morally sure of it, 
that the belief drew me home, but I hadn't written to 
her for years and years. I said to myself when I 
posted the letter, that it might very well be that I was 
a fool for my pains, that possibly she was in her dotage, 
if not in her coffin, and that equally possibly she would 
not recognise me. I was only eighteen when I left 
England. You know I went off in a rage with her, 
myself, and everyone else thirty years ago. I'd gone 
to see my mother one day, and I'd been insulted 
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by a chicken-hearted, little whipper-snapper in this very 
garden — thirty years is a long time ! But when she 
saw me again "—he stopped abruptly. Few things in 
his life, crowded as it had been with action and sensation, 
had touched him so much as had his mother's welcome, 

Esther shook her head, half-wondering, half-smiling. 
" How you could ever have supposed it possible that 
she would not know you, is beyond my understanding ! " 
she said. 

" Oh, well, perhaps at the bottom I didn't suppose 
it," said he, with a laugh. " One doesn't always dive 
to the bottom of one's self, eh? Anyhow, from the 
moment we met she was mad to see me in the son's 
place. Nothing else would satisfy her. I doubt if she 
could have pretended I was anything less near to her. 
The time had gone by when she could fob me off as a 
distant cousin, mysteriously orphaned. That old dis- 
guise had never hung together very well ; it had always 
a way of wearing thin. It would have been ridiculous 
to wrap myself in it again. I wasn't going to attempt it. 
So it seemed that the choice lay between blazoning the 
facts abroad or disappearing into space again ; and then 
the third way occurred. You suggested it, you know." 

" If " said Esther faintly. 

He nodded, with a twinkle of humour. 

" Yes. At any rate she assured me that you did ; but 
I think that the suggestion jumped with her humour, 
and that she annexed it pretty quickly. Yet when you 
came into the room and first saw us together, neither 
she nor I were deceiving you. You remember how 
solemnly she spoke?" 

" This my son was dead and is alive," Esther quoted 
in a low voice. 
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" And that was true," said he. " But when I had 
gone out through the French window, and left her to 
explain matters, what did you say to her ? " 

" I hardly remember. I was so confounded and 
startled, I believe I expressed my astoni^ment 
I could only repeat that it seemed as if the world were 
turning topsy-turvy when her son, who had been to 
me only a portrait in the library, came walking into 
our life," 

" Ah, that did it. She seized the idea, and gave no 
more explanation, I was * Gatton ' from that moment. 
When I came in, she was triumphant She had met 
the difficulty. To tell the truth, the plan tickled me 
too, though it was risky." 

" Though it was bad^' said Esther sadly. " Though 
you injure yourself and the people who trusted you, 
though it forced you to string lie on lie, and to act a 
part to everyone with whom you had relations." 

" I've never meant harm to the people who trusted 
me," he replied quickly. 

That accusation apparently touched him; the 
friendliness of his tone disappeared. He sprang to 
his feet and began to walk about restlessly. But 
his thoughts had flown right away from this walled 
garden, and from Esther sitting on the steps of the 
sundial and trying pathetically to understand him. 

"No, never! If harm has come it hasn't been 
because I've wanted to hurt one hair of their heads, 
but entirely because of the damnable perverseness of 
their consciences and the false standards of civilisation, 
with its priests and its churches, and its ridiculous 
systems and its unnatural restrictions. And we might 
have been happy enough ! " 
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And what had priests, churches, and systems to do 
with the question on hand, thought Esther ? 

But then, with a swift change of mood, Jasper shook 
his shoulders, as a dog shakes himself. That queer 
little trick, that visible throwing aside of some 
haunting thought, had often amused her. 

" But there is no use in whining, especially while 
apples are ripe and trees golden and red," said he. 
" What's carved on that dial, Esther ? " 

Esther found her voice with difficulty. He was, 
indeed, like his mother. Like her in his sudden 
revulsion from anything approaching to maudlin 
sentiment ; like her in a certain underlying bitterness, 
and yet again in a keen relish for the gifts of Mother 
Earth. 

"It says, * I only count the sunny hours,' " Esther 
said. " And I think it must count very few." 

" Ah," said he, " you've lived indoors too much, 
that's why you think that ! You're under the curse of 
over-civilisation, you know. I shook it off for a bit, 
when I left Europe behind me. But I had some bad 
hours in this old garden. I can see 'em peeping at me 
now from behind those apple trees. Not that they 
were all bad. There were one or two good ones, 
and I've some cheerful recollections. I'm glad still 
when I remember that I thrashed Gatton before I left ! " 

Esther made no rejoinder to that remark, and 
perhaps he was half-ashamed of it, for he went on 
with a quick change of subject. 

" Well, anyhow, nobody cared who my father was 
or wasn't, when I went on board the Ariadne at 
Marseilles. Have you ever seen Marseilles? It's 
like a great fair. The ships come in and go out ; and 
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on the quay you hear all tongues and meet all kinds 
of rascals. You see great bales unladen, and hear the 
grating of the cranes, and the swell of the tide as it 
rises. The salt water in the harbour looks quite oily 
where it gurgles round the sides of the vessel. You 
long to be off. That sound of foreign tongues and of 
the sea pricks your blood and sings in your ears till 
you are drunk with the life in it. It's as well to be 
drunk a few times when you are a boy; it prevents 
you from being a prig when you are a man." 

" Will you tell me some more ? What happened 
next?" said Esther. 

Sitting there on the steps of the dial, in this quiet 
place, where generation after generation of men, 
women, and children had come and gone, a longing 
seized her for further insight into this man's life. For 
such as Esther see many things through the eyes of 
others. They gain more than half their experience 
through their gift of sympathy, and the inherited 
instinct of love is strong in them, even though it may 
never bear its natural fruit. 

And he went on with the story, for her quick 
appreciation and understanding made her an inspiring 
listener. He told her how he had worked his way in 
a trading vessel among the Greek Islands ; he narrated 
vividly, throwing, as it were, into her lap uncut jewels 
of stories ; all sorts of incidents, some pathetic, some 
humorous, some both. 

While he recounted, she pictured him to herself, 
a lithe brown lad, in his sailor's jersey, with the gipsy 
eyes that could dance with fun and blaze with passion, 
with a mouth that was defiant and melancholy, and a 
quick tongue ! She knew (without any telling) that 
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girls had loved him, and that he had tumbled in and 
out of scrapes. She knew, too, that he could sing 
with the voice that stirs and charms, and that he could 
dance with the best ! 

" I've the trick of languages," he said. " It's just a 
monkey-trick, that goes with a good ear and a gift of 
the gab. I never studied grammars, but I soon learnt 
to chatter Greek like a native, and later I picked up 
Spanish and Portuguese, and Italian and Russian. 

That helped me. I fell in with Lord while I was 

cruising about those blessed little islands. He owns 
the whole of one of them ; but his tongue is remarkably 
stiff. It used to make me laugh to hear him try to 
turn it to any language but his own 1 Yet he had had 
twice the education I had. A lucky accident made 
me of use to him, and he took me into his service. I 
was interpreter at first, but after a year or two I 
managed more and more for him. You see, I under- 
stood the people. I wouldn't insult him by saying 
that he was like a father to me ! but he was very good. 
I stayed on there till I was twenty-five, then the place 
seemed too unbearably small, and the longing to be 
moving on to something fresh got hold of me. All 
sorts of great people used to stay at that house, and 
among them the Spanish ambassador. He took me 
with him to Spain. I got on fast after that — faster 
than you would have thought possible for a man 
without family or interest to back him — but then " — 
He paused and looked dubiously at Esther — " then I 
tripped up over a woman's pocket-handkerchief," he 
said. " The woman was the wife of the ambassador, 
so it was an awkward stumble. It ended that chapter ; 
but anyhow I was growing tired of it." 
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He was silent for a few moments, then left the 
pocket-handkerchief story untold, and made a jump in 
the narrative to his adventures in one of the Spanish 
republics of South America. These were exciting 
enough. It seemed to Esther that he had made 
history there, and the things he told her were to her 
as the opening of a sealed book. 

Of plots and counter-plots, of revolutions and hair- 
breadth escapes she heard, and, listening, she saw the 
sun go down, but did not know that she saw it, and 
shivered with the creeping mist, but did not know that 
she shivered, because in spirit she was in the hot 
square of a Spanish-built town, where dark-skinned 
men were struggling desperately under a blazing sky. 
Negroes in cotton shirts and straw hats, fighting faith- 
fully like obedient dogs, some on one side, some on 
the other. Mulattoes, half-creole, half-negro, young 
Spanish officers in their gay uniforms, descendants, 
perhaps, of men who had sailed with Columbus. The 
white man ruling as ever — his print on the houses, the 
schools, the cathedral, from which a statue of Faith 
looks out over the blood-stained town. Poor Faith ! 
hard tried in this turbulent city. 

" But, you see, she's lifted so high," said Jasper, with 
his instinctive gift of description, " that she sees right 
over our heads (I was in the middle of the tussle round 
Guzman Blanco's statue) to the snow peaks of the 
mountains. And up there is another life altogether." 
Then he paused again, and smiled. 

" I should think that you have heard enough ; even 
you must be weary of listening." 

But he read the question in her eyes, and something, 
he hardly knew what, induced him to answer it. 



CHAPTER XIV 

" Dark to me is the earth. Dark to me are the heavens. 
Where is she that I loved, the woman with eyes like stars? 
Desolate are the streets. Desolate is the city — 
A city taken by storms, where none are left but the slain." 

Wilfrid Scawbn Blunt. 

" I 7" ST HER/* he said, in a voice that had dropped 
jLL/ suddenly to a low, almost flat tone, " you 
remind me sometimes of — of the woman who was 
mine. Not that you are like her in face or figure. It 
is only, I suppose, because you listen with the whole 
of yourself, just as she did. Of course you are really 
worlds apart. She was bom in a gutter, and you in 
a garden — besides, she was in love with me." 

" And she is dead," said Esther softly. She had 
taken that for granted. 

" No — not a bit of it," said he. " She is alive enough to 
pull at my heart-strings, and that's the mischief of it all ! " 

" Ah, then, that is //," said Esther. 

She sat very still in the growing dusk. Yes, that 
was " it " ; that was the heart of the mystery. 

" Oh yes, that's it," he repeated, with a dreary little 
laugh, for her phrase somehow amused him. " That's 
what drives one to play the deuce, though at my age 
it oughtn't to, I grant you that One would imagine 
one might stamp it out in this other world, especially 
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as I am fond of this place, much fonder of it than I 
knew before I saw it again, but thats it I'd tell you 
the whole story, but then, you see, good women don't 
understand sinners, and bad ones don't help 'em. If a 
woman could manage to keep the bloom on her good- 
ness, and yet to understand a bit more, she might be 
— well, one doesn't know what she mightn't be in this 
queer world. I suppose you'll be shocked if I go on, 
and shocked at the wrong end of the story. Mind 
you, though Maravilla is wrong — utterly, horribly wrong, 
— she is the whitest, purest person I've met, and to have 
you or anyone alive drawing back her skirts from her 
is what I couldn't stand." 

Esther glanced down at her black dress and smiled, 
a tired, sad, little smile. " I do not think that you 
need be afraid," she said. 

Somehow it seemed to her that her garments had 
got a good deal splashed of late, both literally and 
metaphorically. 

" Was Maravilla your wife ? " she asked. 

" No, worse luck ! She was the wife of a rascally 
bar-keeper at A — a," said he. " One day I was passing 
down the street in which she lived. It was a little narrow 
alley, cobble-stoned and hot — hot as hell ! There was 
a bit of a row going on, and a man had got stabbed. 
He was lying just inside the bar. His head was on 
Maravilla's lap, and she was squatting on the floor 
pressing her fingers against the wound, while a negro 
was tearing a blue shirt into strips to make a bandage. 
I noticed her, because she was pure white, among all 
those shades of black and yellow and olive. They 
were mostly half-breeds, all darker than I am, but 
Maravilla has a skin like a white rose, and grey eyes. 



188 THE ALIEN 

You'd say, * She's pure CastiHan/ if you saw her. 
How she ever came to be there is part of the miracle. 
She looked up at the negro — everyone was smoking, and 
I caught the glimpse of her face between clouds. Clouds 
are the right environment for angels, eh, Esther ? Yet 
not tobacco clouds, perhaps. * I can feel his life going 
between my fingers,' said she, * Be quick ! be quick ! ' 

" The negro grinned — not that he was a bad fellow, 
but her anxiety struck him as funny, I suppose, and I tore 
the shirt out of his hands, and we bound. up the wound." 

Jasper paused. He looked away over his listener's 
head, as if he actually saw before him what he was 
describing. Indeed, while he spoke, the scene he recalled 
was so present to him that his vivid memory set before 
him even the pattern of the saffron-coloured blouse 
that the girl had worn, and the texture of her blue 
cotton skirt that was splashed with blood. 

"I suppose that you saved the man's life?" said Esther. 

" Oh no, he chucked it then and there," said Jasper. 
" And I don't know that that mattered much. A few 
years more or less don't make much odds, and we must 
all die. I was sorry, though, when I saw her face. 
Not that (as I found out afterwards) she had ever set 
eyes on the fellow before. He was nothing in the 
world to her, but just a fellow-creature, but she was so 
made that she couldn't help minding. I've seen her 
cry over a broken-kneed donkey." 

" But, of course, she minded," said Esther wonderingly. 

Jasper's eyes narrowed with the humorous glance 
she knew well now. 

" Ah, of course^ you say ! My dear, good lady, * of 
course ' you would mind, if someone were to bleed to 
death with his head on your lap, and equally, of course, 



THE ALIEN 189 

you would mind, if he were to drink too much at your 
table, or ill-treat a woman in your presence, but where, 
if you please, was the * of course ' for her^ who had seen 
brutalities for every hour of the twenty-four? She 
kept her tender heart because she was Maravilla. She 
was by far the greatest miracle Fve ever seen ! I 
knew that at once. She was seventeen then, and she 
had been Cesare Vivario's wife eight months. You 
cannot possibly have the least conception of what he 
was, and, fortunately, to tell the truth, nor had she. 
She did not come of respectable people, but Cesare 
married her because she had a remarkably sweet voice, 
and sang in a way that attracted men of all sorts to his 
beastly little inn. I remember hearing him grumble 
over the fee charged for the ceremony, but she was 
worth 'binding,' he said. She married him because 
she was told to, and because she knew no better. 
There was no question of sentiment of any kind 
between them. There could not be any more than 
between a satyr and an angel. I bought my * miracle ' 
from Cesare Vivario. I gave him a good round sum ; 
more than all that she was worth from his point of 
view, and as much as was paid for the marble statue of 
Nuestra Senora de la Immaculada Concepcion, which 
you may see on the high altar of Santa Anna, I 
meant to teach her to love and be happy." His voice 
broke, and he laughed with an uncertain sound that 
brought a lump to Esther's throat " But she taught 
me. She knew more than I did. That little girl, 
surrounded by shameless evil from her babyhood ; which 
yet she had never seetiy any more than a three-year-old 
baby sees it. She knew some things by instinct God 
whispered them to her, I suppose. She had a genius 
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for the most wonderful, shy, gentle love-making. Mine 
was clumsy beside hers. She had ways that made one 
reverence her. I can't talk about them, but they were 
prettier than anyone else's ways, and quite original and 
distinct. They were a constant surprise to me." 

" But she was another man's wife, and you bought 
her," said Esther. 

Her sympathy seemed to herself like a crime. 

" Before God she was mine ! " cried Jasper, and the 
fierceness in his voice made her shrink. " Wife ? she 
wasn't really wife to the creature who possessed her 
little white body, but who never so much as saw her 
soul. That's the other side. Ah, that's the other side 
of * to the pure all things are pure.' Can't you see that ? 
She was a slave, if you like, but what she gave to mCy no 
one could buy. That wasn't for sale — I only won it be- 
cause, in spite of all (and I was never a saint), I was still 
man enough to love her. Now you think I am contra- 
dicting myself, but that's because you don't understand. 

"Yes, I paid Cesare money down (oh, he was charmed ; 
never had he so profited by the madness of English- 
men), and I took her right away out of that pestilent 
hole, with my arm round her waist, and her eyes look- 
ing up at me, with a trust in them that was enough to 
make a man out of a beast. I swore I would make 
them smile before I'd done with her, and smile without 
the shadow of fear I I did, too ! For a time at least 
I did ! You can buy lots of queer shams. You can 
buy the outsides of most things created — but you can't 
possess souls by buying them. Not even the devil 
can manage that, though he's popularly supposed to, 
for by the time his dirty fingers close on them they are 
dead — or gone somewhere else. 
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" I bought Maravilla's freedom ; I didn't buy my 
love's love. That she gave me as a free gift, and, if 
I'm not her husband in God's sight, why, it's because 
He doesn't see clearly." 

Tears rose suddenly to Esther's eyes. " Ah no. He 
knows," she said. " Life is too difficult; one cannot bear the 
perplexity of it, if one is not sure that He always knows." 

"And that is what she said," the man answered. 
" For she was religious too. Her religion was the 
curse that came on us, and it spoilt everything." His 
tone grew quieter and more hopeless ; the sudden flash 
of passion had died. " It couldn't be helped, for she 
had a genius for it," he explained almost quaintly. 
" I've thought about it since, and I know it was bound 
to happen. There are people who have a genius for 
religion, just as others have for music or painting, or 
for being great generals or great rulers. It's uncommon, 
of course, but so are the other kinds. It's always 
stronger than its surroundings. You can suppress 
talent — that needs fostering to make it flower — but you 
can't suppress genius. It lays hold of everything and 
turns it to food. It doesn't matter where it is born, it 
finds its way and becomes strong. Well, my miracle had 
it ! It had kept her what she was in a vile place. It 
grew amazingly so soon as she got into light and air. 

" I took her away beyond the mountains. I never 
have been able to stand civilisation for too long at a 
stretch. And I wanted to take her to a place where 
we had the world to ourselves as Adam and Eve had 
it. That would be almost impossible in Europe, but 
there are huge tracts of land out there, where you may 
ride for days through a sea of grass, and never a 
human voice disturb the air, and where you may 
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plunge into parts of the forest where white men have 
never been, where the Indians still tread like noiseless 
shadows among the trees, not missionised and dressed 
up and deteriorated, but naked as they were born, 
except for a loin-cloth and a necklace of teeth. Well, 
there we went, and there we were happy. I taught 
her ta swim, and shoot, and to sleep in a hammock of 
grass slung from a tree. I took care of her myself 
You see, Maravilla wasn't over-civilised, and she was 
only seventeen. She took to the forest-life like a little 
wild doe. It was what Td often dreamt of" 

" It is very like a fairy story," said Esther under her 
breath. 

" Very," said he. " And in fairy stories there are 
witches, enchanters, and horrible things that come out 
of the forest, are not there? Well, so it is there. 
There is a background of danger. One must keep 
one's eyes open. Here, in England, Nature is safe and 
kind, eh ? You can play with her as if she were an 
old tabby cat; but out there she is a striped tiger, 
beautiful and fierce and never to be trusted. 

" There is everlasting strangling going on in the 
woods. Even the flowers are not kind and harmless. 
The orchids twist and perch and swing and bloom on 
branches they are hugging to death. You break a twig 
of something that looks like a vine, and its milk raises 
a blister on your hand ; you touch what you think is 
a leaf, and it gallops off on a hundred legs ! The 
animals pretend to be vegetables, and the vegetables to 
be animals. Every living thing is trying to protect 
itself, with all its little might and main, and to get the 
better of its enemies, just as the people in towns do. 
Oh, the high woods of the Andes are not moral, they 
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are not Christian, I assure you ! Nature is opulent, 
and she is splendid, but she isn't good. Maravilla 
alone was good and gentle and kind. That's why she 
took one's breath away. She wasn't joining in the 
struggle. She wanted nothing for herself. But fairy 
stories are short. Ours came to an end. 

" We were months away. We might be there now, 
but that one day news reached me of a revolution. 
It's odd how little you know here about our revolutions, 
and yet they are big enough ! The dream broke like 
a soap-bubble, and back I went to the capital. Ah, 
you should have seen it ! There were twenty thousand 
throats all shouting down the man they had idolised 
the year before. I met the head of his statue, carried on a 
pole, as I entered the city. I was glad to be back again." 

His nostrils quivered and his eyes brightened. 
Esther shook her head. 

" I think you are a bom adventurer ; but I , want 
to hear of Maravilla, not of overturned governments." 

" Ah, she hated fighting," he said. " I left her in a 
place some miles from the city, where she was quiet and 
safe, and there our child was born. When we were in the 
forest she had asked me endless questions. * Why was 
I good to her ? * * Because I loved her.' * Who and what 
made me love her ? ' * Why, she did,' said I. But that 
didn't satisfy her. * No, it is not something in me, be- 
cause if it \vere, Cesare would have been like you. It is 
something in you that is very good. Where does very 
goodness come from ? * Her questions amused me ; I 
never tried to answer them ; but after the boy came she 
asked me no more, she said she knew. * Very goodness 
came from the everlasting mother and the child.' 

" I was taken up just then with those small matters of 
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war and administration that don't interest you so much, 
Esther; I hadn't time to spare for any woman, not 
even for her. I was a member of the new congress. 
For two or three years my hands were very full. It 
was then that Maravilla's genius for religion grew 
apace. She took to going to mass. I made no 
objection, for it seems natural to women to like saying 
prayers ; then she was baptized, and so was the child, 
and I really did not mind that either — I had no idea 
what it would lead to, you see. I was not over-pleased 
when I heard of her going to confession, but that was 
because the priests there are a low lot, and because I 
knew too much about them. Yet badness could never 
have hurt my Maravilla. I was always sure of that ! 
It took a houseful of saints to drive her nearly out of 
her mind and twist her conscience the wrong way ! 

" I didn't know what was the matter at first. She 
stopped singing, and she became grave and thin. Her 
eyes were always following me wistfully, and presently 
they got a frightened look in them, such as I hadn't 
seen there, since the day I took her away from Cesare 
Vivario. She was like a nervous child in one way ; it 
was always difficult to her, to explain what troubled 
her. The monks and nuns, who used to overrun us, 
had been chased out by Guzman Blanco ; but some of 
them have been creeping back lately, and there is a 
little hospital, a long yellow building, just at the foot 
of the mountains, kept by sisters, where Maravilla 
loved to go. She took them presents from our own 
farm, riding over on a good little black mule, with the 
boy in front of her. I knew well enough that she 
spent whole days there, and thought it just as well 
that she should, for she couldn't bear the city, and 
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though she didn't complain, it must have been a bit 
lonely for her at home. You'll say I might have 
thought more of that, but I've always flung myself 
into one thing at a time. We had such a honeymoon 
in the forest as no one else, I verily believe, ever had, 
since the first man and woman enjoyed themselves; 
but making love is only one bit of life, and after that 
I threw all my strength into pushing R — s P — 1. 
Time flies fast when one is playing the game hard ; 
but, when my boy was three years old, I suddenly felt 
I must have a holiday, and Maravilla's scared, haunted 
face shone out in the dark before me one night when I 
was sleeping in Caracas, and I determined to put the 
mysterious something right. Can you guess what that 
something was ? Those d — d saints had perverted my 
Maravilla's mind ; had made her believe that she was 
* living in sin ' — that was their expression." His face 
quivered in a curious nervous way. " Have you seen 
anyone sicken and pine away from slow poison ? No, 
I don't suppose you have. I have, and more than 
once ; but in this case it was a soul, not a body, that 
was infected with unnatural, miserable scruples, and no 
one could be punished." 

Poor Esther, sitting there in that sheltered English 
garden, listening to this extraordinary tropical story, 
looking at the man's twitching lips and clenched brown 
hands, felt that her ideas were turning strange somer- 
saults. 

"Yet surely they spoke truth; it was a sin," she 
cried. And there protested her Scotch forefathers! 
and then, " Oh, poor Maravilla ; it was hard on her ! " 

" It was hard on mel' he answered, with a sudden 
anger. " She had the consolation of her religion, and 
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that is more to her than I am. I fought hard for her, 
but, mind you, I wouldn't hold her fast when her heart 
was turned away. I'm not a Cesare! There's just 
the difference. She left me, anyhow, and they took 
her into their convent, where I hear she sees wonderful 
visions. It wouldn't take much starving to bring her 
to that ; but our child is dead, and I — I'm playing at 
quite another game in another world ; and I'm sure I 
don't know why I've told you all this. It must be 
because something in the tones of your voice, when you 
are sorry for people, remind me of her." 

" But that can't be the end. You'll see her again," 
said Esther, though with a qualm of conscience at her 
own words. 

His answer startled her. 

" I hope not. It's better she should be sewing at 
gold crosses, and fasting till she faints, and seeing 
virgin mothers and Heaven knows what besides, than 
that she should be tortured, and I should be tortured, 
as we were during the last months of her life with me. 
I've had enough of that ! " He pointed to the red 
brick wall at the bottom of the garden. "If that were 
the kind of thing that stood between my wife and me, 
do you suppose that I should be here now, or that I 
shouldn't pretty soon have got her out ? But that's not 
it ! If Maravilla were sitting where you sit now, the 
barrier would be between us still, and besides that there 
would be the grave of our child, whom she deserted, 
I couldn't hold her so close but that it would always be 
between us. That's why I came away. I thought I 
might forget better in another world, and then my 
mother wanted me. But the strange part of it all is, 
that though, if she came to me to-morrow, I wouldn't 
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take her back, yet I can*t forget, nor get away from 
her either, and never shall, so long as we are both 
alive ! " 

And Esther turned her eyes away from the pain in 
his face. 

" She must be either very good or very bad to have 
been ^ble to do it," she murmured. 

" She's very good," said Jasper quickly. " But I 
can't forgive her goodness, and I don't want to ! She 
has saved her soul at the expense of mine. Why, 
perhaps you'll say that was natural enough. My 
mother saved her own name, why shouldn't my Miracle 
save her own soul ? And what are we all doing but 
struggling for ourselves in one way or another? But 
then, you see, I believed in her ! She is different to all 
the rest. She was above the everlasting struggle ! When 
the creepers push up high enough above the under- 
growth, the flowers bloom in the light and air. She 
was like one of those flowers. So I thought ! so I 
thought ! Now, sometimes I think that I could kill 
her, though I'm longing for her — and that I know you 
can't understand. But how you are shivering, Esther ! 
Poor Esther ! what a shame ! " 

" I believe I am cold," said Esther blankly. 

He jumped up, and held out his hands, for she was 
stiff, and got up slowly. " Why, your hands are like 
bits of ice ! " he cried. 

Esther's cheeks were pink, if her fingers were cold. 
Her opportunity was all but gone. 

" I had meant to have persuaded you — I had thought 
of what I was to say, and now I can't : but she — your 
Miracle — would have been on my side. You talk of 
not forgiving her ; why, she left you because she loved 
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you. It wasn't to save her own soul. You make a 
mistake, I think." 

" And how should you know ? " said he. 

" Oh, I know," answered Esther, smiling. " It is rather 
a secret, but see, I tell you plainly. Cousin Jasper. A 
woman never does care for her own soul so much as 
she cares for the man she loves. But if she is good — 
very good, like your Maravilla, she cares for his soul 
more than for her happiness, or even than for his happi- 
ness — she can't bear that he should be doing wrong." 

" Oh, hang it all ! " said Jasper. For a moment he 
was almost boyishly rueful, half- melted by the " secret " 
laid suddenly in his hands, then his expression changed 
again and hardened. 

" Look here, my dear, good lady," he said. " It is 
you, and such as you, who make a hash of everything 
in the world. It is you who love to build altars, and 
sacrifice bodies and souls to cruel gods in the desert 
I don't believe it was Abraham — it was far more likely 
to have been Mrs. Abraham — who wanted to immolate 
their only son. She got possessed by the iniquitous 
idea. She put him up to it, you may be sure. She 
was horribly afraid of happiness, and thought the 
Almighty would be jealous. Maravilla was afraid of 
happiness too, and so would you be — and that is why 
you understand and uphold her. My poor old mother 
wasn't made on those lines, nor am I, and I wish — I 
wish that I'd had nothing to do with your sort, for we 
weren't meant to mix. 

" My little son is buried, and there was no ram caught 
by the horns (that part of the story is a fable, I suppose) ; 
it's not true to life, anyhow. He called his mother, but 
she never came. / called to her God for once, but 
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there wasn't any answer — it wasn't likely there would 
be, but one acts the fool sometimes." 

They walked towards the house, Esther saying 
nothing. She felt that she was inadequate to the 
occasion, as she had felt once before. Yet perhaps 
her silence was better than words. 

When they got to the hall door Jasper turned and 
looked at her shamefacedly. 

" Did I rant ? Did I shock you ? " he said. 

She shook her head, " I am sorry. I can only be 
very sorry." 

" You are very kind," said he. " But there's nothing 
to be done, you know. One's fate is one's fate, and 
mine's been unlucky. On the other hand, I've tasted 
life a good deal, and often liked the flavour. I daresay 
I shall get some more out of it yet. Esther, I get into 
blind rages when I think of some things, because I'm 
helpless. When one is bound by the cords of other 
people's conventions one wants to kick. But you must 
please understand that it is no use asking me to make 
sacrifices for conscience* sake, because from first to last 
I've always been the sacrifice myself! " 

The next day Esther left Applehurst by the early 
morning train. She refused to let Mr. Joel go with 
her to the station. She wished to slip away as 
quietly as possible. Her farewell had been said the 
day before. Somewhat to her relief she did not see 
Jasper again before she quitted the house. Polly 
Greenback accompanied her, and Polly was comfortably 
unsentimental, triumphant at having got her own way, 
and frankly pleased to leave her native village behind. 
Polly tucked the rug round her mistress, and they drove 
along the well-known road to the village in silence. 
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When they reached the little station, the Major's tall 
figure appeared at the carriage door. 

" Why, Esther," he said, " you never vouchsafed to 
let me know that you intended going to town to-day ; 
but I heard of your intention from Mrs. Greenback, so 
I have come to see you oflF." 

Esther could have found it in her heart to wish that 
he had not heard, but she hid her dismay and thanked 
him. It was not the Major's fault that she ached 
morally and physically. Then the station - master 
greeted her with a tightly packed bouquet of dahlias 
in his hand. The flowers were arranged in circles of 
colour — red inside, then a circle of yellow, then purple, 
and then crimson. He, too, was aggrieved. 

" If you had only given us notice. Miss, all the 
village would 'ave been present," he said. " But I 
never so much as knew you was going by this train, 
till ten minutes ago. And this is all I can do." 

Esther clasped the enormous bunch of badly treated 
flowers with both hands. " Indeed, it is beautiful, Mr. 
Carter," said she. " But I did not want all the village 
to bid me good-bye, because * good-byes' are so sad. 
Some day I will come back. Then I shall run to find 
all my kind friends." 

" Ah ! " said Mr. Carter, sighing. " Them that goes 
off* in a hurry, don't always come back. It ain't wise 
to trust to that. Miss. London is larger than Apple- 
hurst, I don't deny, and it may be that in some ways 
it has the advantage, but then again it's full of dirt, 
and it's full of wickedness. The squire, who 'as been 
in furrin parts, he says as he has never (not in all his 
.travels) found a place that compares with this, when 
you take it all round." 



I 



THE ALIEN 201 

" Come along," said the Major impatiently. " Have 
you taken your ticket ? Second class ? Oh, nonsense ! 
You must certainly travel first, Esther." 

He put her into the railway carriage, with Polly 
beaming by her side. Polly had a sovereign tucked 
away in her tight new glove. It had been given with 
an adjuration to look well after her mistress's comfort, 
which she also accepted in good part. Polly liked 
responsibility, and was as happy as Esther was sad. 
The sovereign was the more delightfully unexpected, 
because the Major was by no means in the habit of 
giving tips. Esther, with unusual docility, allowed him 
to take her affairs in hand, and to change her ticket. 
His voice seemed to reach her through cotton wool. 
She could not understand what he was saying. She 
was dimly aware that he was talking about plantations 
in Trinidad, and about how it would be easy to get 
from Trinidad to Venezuela. She did not respond, and 
he frowned. 

" I suppose that you are still angry with me, Cousin 
Esther," said he, half-sadly, half-indignantly. "Yet 
that is exceedingly unjust." And then the whistle 
sounded, breaking into his protestation, and the train 
was off. 

Esther leaned out of the window. She caught a 
last glimpse, through the trees, of the church, of the 
churchyard where her Cousin Becky lay buried. The 
Major left, was standing quite still, and very upright, 
pulling his moustache. 

Then she put her hands to her head. " I daresay 
IVe always done all wrong ! " said she. " Polly, my 
head is splitting ! I believe Fm going to be very ill ! " 



CHAPTER XV 

" Thank Heaven here is not all the world. The Universe is wider 
than our views of it." — Thoreau. 

"T Tl TE surely must be getting near the convent," 
V V said the Major. He was riding through a 
South American forest on New Year's Eve. It was the 
oddest New Year's Eve that he had ever spent. He 
had left the city behind him days ago. That most 
strange of cities, where men from the East and from 
the West, from the North and from the South, transact 
business together on the beach. That city built on 
a pass, where the river narrows between high rocks, 
and the town looks down to see " its ships come in." 
From there he had travelled up to the capital, where 
he had been entertained in the President's house, and 
had heard many strange and unexpected things about 
Jasper Iredale. Things that took time to mentally 
digest. Things that had to be turned over and over 
in his mind, as he rode, with an escort of five negroes, 
through the forest towards the convent settlement of 
Nuestra Senora de la Merced. 

An intrepid little party of nuns, — there had been 
but seven of them, all told, — had gone, with the Presi- 
dent's permission, into the almost untrodden wilds that 
lie between Caracas and the Orinoco country. Here 
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they had experienced as marvellous and adventurous a 
history as any that befell the first pioneers of Chris- 
tianity, and here they had set about converting the 
Indians with simple and undoubting assurance. 

The Major, as he pursued his way on and on and on 
through those never-ending trees, smiled to himself at 
the thought of how the nuns must have come by this 
same track for the first time. Seven absolutely fear- 
less "sisters." Mounted, probably, on the strong, 
slender-limbed little mules of the country. Carrying 
their store of food, and, far more precious, their own 
especial relic, and their gaudy pictures, and their em- 
broidered banners. Major Iredale had no sympathy 
with Catholicism, but his heart did homage to a courage 
and faith that he could very well understand, and which, 
happily, are not the monopoly of any one creed, but 
which flash out again and again, illuminating the 
world's story from generation to generation. The 
courage and faith which move mountains, and success- 
fully attempt the impossible. High over his head 
creepers twisted and knotted themselves, and flowers 
blazed triumphantly, flaunting their victorious colours 
in the sun. The negroes chattered together, like 
monkeys, but the Englishman rode silently, trying to 
set his impressions in order. 

Presently he paused at a clearing, where stood a 
little cluster of native houses. Houses whose simplicity 
might have pleased, nay, might even have shamed 
Thoreau himself! For they had not even the luxury 
of walls, but only four posts, and a roof of palm-leaves. 
The Major dismounted and, sitting under an orange 
tree, endeavoured to converse with two Carib Indians 
and a tall squaw. The squaw was arrayed in one 
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straight garment, that fell from her neck to her feet, 
a quantity of turquoise-blue beads, and a small gilt- 
framed, highly coloured picture of the Madonna, which 
depended from the beads like a locket. A girl of 
about twelve wore the same fashion of straight cotton 
gown, which showed her pretty round brown neck, and 
her slim ankles. She observed the stranger gravely, 
and pointed to the crucifix that hung at her waist. 
This was a converted family, all " Buenos Catolicos." 
The girl remarked softly, in bad Spanish, that she 
too was of the white man's religion, "just the same 
as he was." The Major nodded gravely in reply, 
though he had his doubts on the subject, and though, 
had he been in England, he would have hotly disputed 
the statement that any papist could be of the same 
religion as himself He partook of Orvocado pears 
and ripe juicy oranges; accepting the Indian's hospi- 
tality, not with the quick-witted geniality that Jasper 
would have shown, but with a grave and dignified 
simplicity that gave satisfaction. His negro escort 
squatted on their heels a little way off, grinning and 
talking. Green parrots screamed above him, their 
wings flashed jewel - like among the branches. A 
huge butterfly — black, with orange spots — brushed by 
him. He could descry gleams of blazing crimson 
and yellow between the leaves. Only the Major him- 
self looked indubitably English and European as he 
peeled his fruit with his pocket-knife, and inquired how 
much farther off was the convent of the good sisters. 

And while he sat there, trying to understand the 
answer that the straight-haired little brown girl re- 
peated over and over again — not laughing as a little 
negress would have laughed, but gravely and politely. 
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with a liquid accent which made her attempt at 
Spanish hopelessly full of vowels, and impossible to 
follow — while he sat there, behold, a very small old 
woman came tripping into the clearing from the other 
side. An old woman in a nun's dress with a black 
hood, with a face almost the colour of mahogany, and 
lined and creased like some withered fruit, and with 
brilliant eyes, which, in their wrinkled brown setting, 
reminded the Major of a toad's eyes, though the simile 
was perhaps ungallant 

" Behold the mother ! " said the little girl, who was 
proud of the Spanish which she had learned in the 
convent school. Then she took a step forward and 
waved one slim brown hand. " Behold the great white 
traveller who eats with us ! " 

The Major got up, and took off his hat with 
genuine respect and admiration, as he reflected that 
so old a woman had taken so great a journey. Mother 
Theresa's face lighted with keen pleasure at sight of 
him. She was not unlike the far greater " Theresa " 
after whom she had been named. An intrepid spirit, 
full of daring as any knight of the Middle Ages, deeply, 
mystically religious, and yet with a shrewd glint in her 
eyes, which perhaps betokened the keenness of her 
solicitude for the advantage and advancement of her 
own especial little branch of the Church to which she 
belonged. 

She read the letter of introduction which the Major 
produced from his pocket-book, with a bright smile. 
" We owe much to the President. We are a hundred 
times honoured," she said. " But even without this, 
you would be welcome. We are all brothers and 
sisters here in the forest." 
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Presently the Major was walking by her side to 
the convent, stooping now and then to catch the quick 
flow of her Spanish, for she was absurdly shorter than 
he was ; indeed she was almost a dwarf, and though 
very active, her shoulders were oddly bent and not 
quite straight. The Iredales were notably good 
linguists, and the Major inherited that family trait, 
in so far that he could understand Spanish or Italian 
or French, and could speak with grammatical certainty, 
though with an uncompromisingly British accent He 
felt slightly amused at the situation. He wished that 
his Cousin Esther could have been with him. He had 
never read much fiction, having been always of an un- 
imaginative turn of mind, but it occurred to him that 
Esther would have said that this scene was like a 
beautiful poem. He was sorry that she could not 
see the gorgeous colours of the flowers and the sky, 
or hear the jabbering of the monkeys and the scream 
of the bright-winged birds, or listen to the marvellous 
tale that this remarkable nun was narrating with evident 
relish. 

" So under the protection of our Lady, we set out 
Ten of us are still left in the mother convent in the 
country near Caracas. There we have a hospital for 
children, and also a little "cocoa nursery," where we 
grow the young plants. It is a pretty spot, and well 
cultivated and thriving. But we seven, all tough, 
oldish women, but not yet too old — I was fifty this 
year — were called to penetrate deeper into the interior, 
to win the souls of these dear wild children. We have 
been marvellously blessed." 

The Major was surprised to hear that she was but 
just fifty, he had imagined her to be about eighty. 
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" But where did you sleep, and how did you live ? " 
he asked. 

" He spreadeth our table," said the nun. " But, 
indeed, at first our chapel was bare enough! We 
took our bell with us, and we made a clay and 
timber house, and fastened it at the top; and there 
we built our altar, and there we hung the picture of 
our dear Lady. She, at anyrate, had a roof over her 
head that first night. Of us it shall never be said 
that we found no room for Her and Her Child. 
After that, our own house grew under her protection. 
It is now three years since we settled here. You will 
see how wonderfully we have prospered. No sickness 
has touched our dwelling-place. Privation has done us 
no harm. We have been joined by five more sisters, 
all carefully chosen. Sometimes I think that our 
blessed Lady has a very especial favour for those who 
risk much, throwing themselves most completely on her 
protection." 

" I am no Catholic," said the Major bluntly. " But 
I have never doubted that Fortune favours the brave." 

" No Catholic ? " said the old nun. " Ah, poor 
creature ! " She crossed herself rapidly, muttering 
something which he could not quite catch. " But no 
doubt it is for that very reason that you have been 
sent to us," she went on, with brisk cheerfulness. 
" You will see, and one day you will believe. Of late, 
the most extraordinary miracles have been wrought 
from our humble house. That, at least, you have 
already heard ? The track through the forest is widen- 
ing, because of the many feet that have trodden it. 
Bare feet, that tread noiselessly, for our message is 
above all to the Indians, but afterwards the feet of 
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soldiers and priests and princes and travellers from 
all lands." A far-reaching ambition showed itself for 
one instant in the expression of the little thin wrinkled 
face. ** I shall be at rest before that procession ends, 
but I have seen the beginning. But last week we 
entertained an emissary from the Holy Father himself. 
He came to investigate, for we are cautious, we are 
very properly cautious about accepting miracles. Yet 
this is a light which cannot be hidden. It shines like 
the star of Bethlehem. It is as if our dear Lady, 
whose servants were wickedly driven from the towns in 
'73, whose churches were robbed, whose very hospitals 
were taken from her, had been signally pleased to find 
the resting-place offered by true devotion here. She 
may yet forgive the country its sins, for the sake of the 
faithful. No doubt " (with a sudden change of tone) 
"you saw the account of our miracle in El Iris de 
la Fe — a very excellent paper!" 

The Major shook his head. " I never read such 
publications. Who is this miracle-worker ? " 

Mother Theresa considered for a moment. Though 
her tongue wagged fast, it by no means wagged at 
random. " She is one who has given up much at the 
bidding of the Church," said she. " The superior of the 
mother convent admitted her when she was in great 
distress of mind. She was then ill, exhausted, and un- 
happy. Later on, she, at her own strongly expressed 
desire, came here to me. She had been accustomed 
to life in the wilds, and she had learnt the language 
of the Indians, which was our great stumbling-block. 
I had many misgivings as to the wisdom of allowing 
her to be here for any length of time. She could 
never be a nun, for she has been married. Yet 
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the circumstances were very exceptionable, and are we 
not * de la Merced ' ? In the month of August a child 
was born. I, who am well skilled in all matters per- 
taining to birth, sickness, or death, received the dear 
little one in my arms. Sister Dolorosa is as skilful as 
many doctors, and, with the blessing of the Virgin 
Mother, all went well. Our dear guest made a quick 
recovery, and from the moment that she was able to go 
about, our converts (of whom we had before made but 
few) poured in by tens, twenties, thirties ! She proved 
to have the most wonderful power over the Indians. 
She led them like lambs ! The children began to flock 
to our school (that was our best scholar whom you 
were speaking to under the orange tree). Our beloved 
chapel filled with worshippers. Then trouble came. 
The devil was no doubt enraged by our success, and 
endeavoured to overthrow us. A negro who came to 
us from one of the river settlements, brought with him 
a virulent disease. Not one of the sisters caught it, 
but it spread with terrible rapidity among our native 
converts. All day long, often all night long, we strove 
to fight the enemy. My heart was heavy, not only on 
account of the many deaths, but because our Lady was 
being robbed of her jewels. Those precious souls we 
had won for her and her blessed Son, were caught again 
by Satan. Our converts turned back to their old false 
beliefs, and that though I besought them with tears. 
It was then, at the blackest hour, that the miracle 
happened, and I tell you truly that I had no slightest 
expectation of it. Our guest often spends the night 
praying in the chapel, which is always decorated with 
flowers. One early morning when she rose from her 
knees — having, I make no doubt, been pouring out her 

14 
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soul in supplication for the sick and dying — behold, the 
flowers on the altar turned to fire — crimson, yellow, 
and white, and in the midst of glowing, leaping flames, 
our Lady herself appeared with her Child in her arms. 
The Child held out a spray of flowers, white and trans- 
parent, but with pink inside (all living flame, remem- 
ber), and beautiful, beautiful as the flowers of Paradise. 

" * With these you shall kill disease,' said our Lady, 
* till the time of their flowering is over. When they 
wither in the forest. He shall pick you for Himself.' " 

" Good heavens ! " said the Major. " Are we in the 
nineteenth century or the sixteenth ? " But he spoke 
in English, and Mother Theresa either did not under- 
stand, or feigned a convenient non-comprehension. 

" Yes, you are astonished," she continued, " and as 
for me, I scolded the dear child when she came to me 
with her story, as I should certainly have scolded one 
of our own sisters, though, for that matter, it seemed 
to me that the vision might more fittingly have 
appeared to a virgin. But the next day, not our 
guest alone, but Sister Dolorosa, who is no young 
thing, but staid and sensible, saw Nuestra Senora de 
la Merced with the flaming flowers, and after that three 
other sisters saw her — yet she spoke to none but * El 
Maravilla.' The Indians in the forest all call our 
guest by a name that means * wonder.' Nothing else 
fits her so well. As for the blossoms, they grow in 
many parts of the forest. They are not uncommon. 
I will presently show you a bunch in front of the altar. 
But what I shall also show to you is something far 
stranger. I shall show you the sick healed, the lame 
walking, the blind seeing, at the touch of these petals 
in our guest's hands. But you may be thankful that 
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you are in time to see this great sight, for, alas, alas, 
the time of the flowering is all but over, and already " 
— and to the Major's surprise tears glittered for a 
moment in her eyes — " already our dear guest is 
fading away, and can even now but lie on her couch, 
where the sick gather round her, and are cured at 
evensong. Hark ! Do you hear our bell ? " 

" Ting, ting ! " A sharp soprano-voiced bell sounded 
insistently through the trees. A turn of the steep, 
uphill track brought the Major suddenly to a new bit 
of scenery. He stepped out from amongst those 
countless trunks, with a sense of joyful relief. Behind 
him lay the mighty forest, wave on wave ; before, and 
still a little above him, was the convent. He was on a 
spur among the feet of the hills, but beyond and 
behind the convent, rose great peaks, a majestic chain, 
snow-clad. How tiny the little human hive seemed, 
planted there in the midst of such colossal forces ! 
Yet the pigmies bore the mountains, and make the 
deserts bloom. They cut down the forests, ay, and 
measure the distances between the stars that watch 
theirs. They die, generation after generation, with 
ridiculous, pitiful quickness, but their race goes on, 
and Nature yields more and more to her small 
coercive last-bom. 

The nuns' dwelling-place was made of wood, and 
was built in the shape of an E. It enclosed a garden, 
hedged with a crimson hedge. In the left wing of the 
building was a chapel, and a sturdy nun was pulling 
the clanging bell that hung in the little tower. The 
garden was full of flowers and fruit, and behind the 
convent were sheds, ample and palm-thatched. They 
had been run up in next to no time, like Aladdin's 
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palace! In the sheds were excellent little black 
donkeys and mules, also stores of maize and cofifee. 
There, too, was the kitchen, with its primitive furniture 
of big stones. 

Mother Theresa looked at the place with proprietary 
pride. " All made in three years, under the blessing 
of our Lady," said she. " But come in, come in and 
eat and rest. We poor sisters are greatly rejoiced to 
receive a friend of the President's. Indeed, Dr. R — s 
P — 1 is a good son of our holy Church (different from 
his predecessor as light from darkness), and we have 
cause to be grateful to him. You will say that I said 
so ; you will convey to him the most heartfelt humble 
greetings of the sisters * de la Merced,' will you not ? " 

There was a shade of anxiety in her manner for 
which the Major could not account, but at anyrate he 
was welcomed with enthusiasm and entertained with 
the . best that the convent could produce. He could 
not but feel kindly towards these sisters. They 
seemed simple and good women. They were all 
brown with the tropical sun, all, as Mother Theresa 
had remarked, tough and oldish, all cheerful, nay, even 
merry. They were taken from the middle class, and, 
so far as he could guess, they were all Spanish. 

Mother Theresa sat opposite to him while he partook 
of food in the refectory. He ate with good appetite, 
and the little old woman observed him with keen atten- 
tion. He was a heretic, and she firmly believed that 
unless " Our Lady " miraculously intervened to save 
his soul, he would suffer everlasting torment with the 
greater number of his compatriots. Spanish nuns are 
as uncompromising as were the followers of Calvin. 
But in spite of this fact she had every confidence in 
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his moral qualities. Mother Theresa had the mind of 
a statesman ! She knew quite well in whom she could 
safely trust, and with whom she must count her words. 
The air from the snow-clad heights came in at the 
big unglazed windows. There were rough shutters, 
that might be closed in case of a storm, but the Major 
felt as if he were sitting in a summer-house, rather than 
in a room. A rough table, two long benches, a picture 
of a blue-robed virgin, and another of the Pope, com- 
pleted the furniture of the refectory, but outside lay 
the wonderful panorama of mountains, and the great 
tracts of almost unexplored land. The unexplored is 
attractive to most Englishmen. The Major wished 
that he were ten years ybunger ; but he was glad that 
he had come. The old nun, who would talk so fast, 
rather worried him by her detailed account of the 
coming of the miracle-worker. He did not under- 
stand why she should be on the defensive ; why she 
should take such pains to assure him that their guest 
was free as a bird. 

When he had finished his meal, she made a sign to 
him to follow her. " You shall see for yourself," said 
she. " You keep silence when I tell you that the dear 
child was neither persuaded nor forced to stay with us. 
But you shall see ! You shall speak with her as much 
as you choose, and as freely — you must wait only till 
the sick have gone home, till the miracle is over for 
the day." And the Major followed her, expecting he 
hardly knew what, but probably nothing quite so 
strange as that which he saw. 

In the garden were shrubs full of flowers, and tall 
palms and mangoes and bananas. The generous and 
fertile soil repaid cultivation willingly. The air was 
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sweet with the scent of plants, which th? Major looked 
on as hot-house plants. Gardenias and bougainvillas 
gave him a luscious greeting. Right down at the 
bottom of the scarlet-fenced enclosure ran a stream 
which rose in the mountains, for the nuns, like monks 
of old, had chosen their position well and carefully, 
and had sought for running water. The garden was 
the more exquisitely beautiful and delightful to the 
Major because he could walk through it easily, and he 
was weary of the long struggle through the under- 
growth of the forest. Perhaps, equally from force of 
contrast, because he had seen nothing but dark skins 
of late, the fairness of the woman who lay under a 
star apple tree, with a blue coverlet under her feet, 
and a group of black-hooded nuns round her couch, 
struck him as extraordinary, and in itself almost 
miraculous. 

Mother Theresa put her finger to her lips, and led 
him round to the back of the couch, where he could 
observe, unseen by the little miracle-worker. He 
stood there, frowning heavily and pulling his mous- 
tache. He was shocked at the outrageousness of a 
scene that violated his common-sense, yet was, in spite 
of himself, half-impressed and not a little puzzled. By 
the Maravilla's side was a great bowl with a strange 
pattern on it. It had been made by the Indians, and 
it was filled with flowers. White, waxy flowers, blush- 
ing pink in the centre, with tender pale green leaves 
that grew in delicate spirals. The girl's own face had 
the waxen transparent appearance of the flowers, and 
there was a spot of bright pink in either cheek. Her 
eyes were half-closed, and she lay very still, with her 
small hands crossed on her breast. Her attitude 
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added to the Major's discomfort and disapproval. It 
reminded him of a monument on a tomb. It seemed 
to him to have in it a suggestion of death. 

Gradually the garden was becoming full of people, 
and people of varying shades of colour. A negress 
with an affection of the eyes ; a little olive-skinned lad, 
brought from the town, who was staying with his 
mother in the convent ; a few half-breeds, partly Indian, 
partly negro; some jet-black miners from the silver 
mines ; two priests from Caracas, one in his long robes 
and shovel hat, the other in vestments. Lastly, steal- 
ing in noiselessly one by one with a detached air, 
paying no heed to anyone except to " La Maravilla," 
grave, unsmiling, like denizens from another world, 
came Indians from the forest. 

Presently a bell sounded one sharp note. Every- 
one (except the Major and the priest) fell on their 
knees. The priest went to the head of the couch, 
and lifting the wax image of the Mother and Child, 
held it poised on a sort of plateau that was covered 
with gold and black cloth, high above the Maravilla's 
head. The nuns chanted. The Major could not 
catch the words, but the plaintive sweet dignity of the 
chant filled the tropical garden. It seemed to take 
possession in the name of that Church whose branches 
have spread far and wide, whose adherents had once 
committed such unspeakable cruelties in the name of 
the Prince of Peace, and who had yet shown such 
devotion, so gay and fearless an embracing of martyr- 
dom. Recollections, blurred by time, of stories that 
he had read when he was a boy in a prize copy of 
The Conquest of Mexico^ were floating in the English- 
man's mind. He felt as if he had been transported 
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thousands of years backwards in the world's history. 
He wondered that the Indians should trust these 
Catholics " after all that had happened." The whole 
scene was so mediaeval, that to hear of tortures and 
burnings would hardly have surprised him. Maravilla 
sat upright suddenly. She plunged her hands into 
the bowl of flowers, grasping a huge cluster. Her 
eyes were widely opened now, and they shone like 
twin stars. The pink in her cheeks deepened. She 
wore a loose white cotton garment with wide sleeves. 
When she moved, the sleeves falling back, showed her 
arms thin as sticks, and the blue and violet veins of 
her wrists. Her languor seemed to have disappeared. 
One by one the sick and afflicted came to her, kneel- 
ing at her side under the placid-faced image of the 
Virgin. 

Maravilla tore off" the petals of the flowers till they 
lay in a little heap in the hollow of her left hand. 
Then she made the sigfn of the cross rapidly over 
them, and pressed them to the forehead of the patient, 
saying something, whether prayer, blessing, or charm, 
the Major could not distinguish, for her voice was 
little more than a whisper. No words could have 
adequately expressed the vigour of his silent protest ; 
but at the same time he was struck, despite himself, 
with the rapt beauty of this dying girl's expression. 
This vivid sympathy that claimed relief from the 
pains and miseries that beset humanity, as if the 
sufffering of each sufferer were her own, as if their 
perplexed appeal were hers, this absolute faith in 
the power of God to heal, a faith which seemed to 
fulfil itself, this surely was a phenomenon old as Chris- 
tianity — nay, older, for surely the spirit that owns 
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sonship with the Divinity, and is also son of man, 
glimmered through the mists of the world even before 
the Christ of Nazareth lay in His mother's arms. 

There was a glad ecstatic cry when the little lame 
boy let his crutches drop, lifting a bright exalted face 
to his mother, and walked, scarce leaning on her hand. 
Could that possibly be trickery? thought the Major. 
Then the chant rose up again, but Maravilla's eyes 
followed the boy with a somewhat wistful joy. She 
could not give her whole attention to the next comer — 
the colour faded, even from her lips. Mother Theresa 
made a sign to the black-hooded kneeling figures, who 
rose with one accord from their knees, thereby shutting 
out the sight of the miracle from the Major's stub- 
bornly heretic, yet pitiful gaze. They all sang some- 
thing that rang joyfully and triumphantly through the 
pure, still air, something that was apparently familiar 
to their converts, for everyone joined in it. It echoed 
from all sides, and it apparently closed the proceedings. 

" That is a sort of * God save the Queen,' I suppose," 
said the Major. " It's high time for it, too ! That 
girl has had about enough." 

Four nuns lifted Maravilla, couch and all, between 
them. They carried her off in the train of the waxen 
Madonna. A fifth followed with the bowl, with its few 
remaining flowers, which were reverently deposited in 
the chapel under the image. The Major was left in 
the garden, where he stayed to see the world dipped, 
for the space of a minute, in dazzling liquid colour, 
before the sun disappeared below the horizon, with 
what seemed to him undue and undignified haste, and 
the stars rushed out. 



CHAPTER XVI 

" O mighty Love, O passion and desire 

That bound the cord, 
Enflame within my heart a ceaseless fire 

To pray the Lord 
All through the watches, patient without sorrow. 
Till prime doth come of that to-morrow 

Which hath no twilight gfrey. 

But mom alway." 

— The Heptameron. 

THE night had come with a suddenness that re- 
minded the Major of a stage night. He was 
alone with his thoughts under the stars. He paced 
up and down between the flowering bushes (night 
blowing blossoms were opening now, white and heavily 
scented, and their lovers were coming to visit them), and 
his mind sifted the strange impressions of the day. 

Well ! no doubt it had all been theatrical, the 
kneeling, chanting nuns, the priest holding aloft the 
Madonna's image, the great bowl full of miraculously 
blessed flowers. He strongly disapproved. He ob- 
jected to ecstasies, religious or otherwise. His sturdy 
English Puritanism shrank from the emotional and 
exotic. But as for the girl herself? He would have 
staked something on her purity and good faith. She 
was not what he had expected her to be ! Nay, more, 
when he thought about Jasper, his condemnation was 
softened by the knowledge that this was the kind of 
woman that rogue had loved ! He smoked steadily. 

218 
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He was glad to have plenty of time in which to think. 
The Major was essentially a man of action, but of late 
he had perforce possessed his soul in solitude. The 
experience had done him no harm. He called to mind, 
between the puffs of his pipe, his first meeting with his 
Aunt Rebecca's son — he was morally convinced now 
of the relationship — and how he had felt that the man 
had good stuff in him. Then he turned over again all 
that Dr. R — s P — 1 had told him, all that had been said 
of the part Jasper Iredale had played in the revolution, 
and of the President's strong personal friendship for him. 

The Major had listened very attentively, sometimes 
begging his host to repeat a sentence of which he had 
not quite caught the drift. He acquired a respect for 
this grave, grey-haired man who, unlike the majority 
of his predecessors, was no soldier, but who nevertheless 
was fighting a hard fight, on his own lines, for the wel- 
fare of his country. The President's dislike of pomp 
was sympathetic to the Major, to whom any display 
appeared childish. He sympathised, too, with all that 
he heard about the putting down of sinecures, the stem 
checking of extravagance, the entirely new but not 
altogether popular attempt at conducting government 
after a highly conscientious fashion. The Major even 
understood R — s P — I's piety, for he was religious 
himself, though after another fashion. He became alive 
to the importance of winning the better class to a 
sense of their responsibilities, the better class having 
apparently given up politics as a bad job. All this 
he strove to understand, for in every reform, and in 
every effort, it appeared that his compatriot had been 
the President's earnest ally and supporter. 

" Mr. Iredale knows how to win and manage all 
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kinds of people." It did not surprise the Major to 
hear that " He is unbribable," He smiled rather 
grimly, but made no adverse comment. " He might 
be anything! Nothing that he could do would sur- 
prise his friends." He assented drily. " Or even his 
enemies," he added. 

" I recognised Mr. Iredale's extraordinary talents 
long before I came into office," the President said. 
" I knew him when we were both comparatively young 
men. I was again much thrown with him during the 
struggles of 'Sy. He disappeared suddenly that 
year, and was neither seen nor heard of for months. 
He returned on the day of the riot in '89, and sup- 
ported me with great vigour and loyalty. It was 
greatly owing to his influence, to the speech which he 
made in Congress, that my resignation was unanimously 
returned to me. A most unhappy circumstance .oc- 
curred later. The woman with whom he lived, left 
him, and went to the missionary nuns of * La Merced.* 
His boy died of a low fever, and Iredale was for months 
out of his mind. I did not know this at the time. 
On his recovery (if he recovered) he left America 
without a word of warning to anyone. No one has 
had any news of him from that time till now, when 
I learn with real satisfaction that your business in 
Caracas is connected with him, when I receive a letter 
in his handwriting. You can doubtless explain much." 

The Major had been silent for a minute, and then 
had replied guardedly, " Mr. Iredale has apparently 
recovered his health of mind and body." He had been 
careful to refrain from implying that he considered 
Jasper Iredale a rogue, and his caution arose from no 
motive of policy (though as a matter of fact it happened 
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to be a politic suppression), but merely from an instinc- 
tive pride which was at once national and family. The 
man was an Englishman, and in this strange land had, 
so far as could be seen, borne himself boldly and up- 
rightly. For the honour of his country the Major 
would fain cover a fellow-countryman's delinquencies. 
He had also, alas ! Iredale blood in his veins, and, for 
the honour of that name, there should be no unneces- 
sary blazoning of disgrace. 

" Yet he must be bad enough ! " thought the Major. 
" And is he any the more to be excused because 
he has the capability of good? Or does not that 
capability rather add to his guilt?" 

The Major had reached the bottom of the garden 
now ; he was walking by the hedge of scarlet hibiscus. 
He stood still for a minute to listen to the distant 
howl of a monkey, and the yell of a wild cat. Then 
he turned again to the consideration of this perplexing 
rogue. He had seldom, during the whole course of his 
well-ordered life, vexed his own soul by any prolonged 
study of moral problems. He had of course met bad 
men and good men, sheep and goats. The sheep were 
indubitably blessed and the goats damned. Jasper was 
a goat. And yet ? It worried him that his thoughts 
should show so foolish a tendency to end in a query. 
He exclaimed impatiently. Was he becoming as soft 
as a woman — as soft as his Cousin Esther? — in that 
a sneaking appreciation, of some likeable qualities, was 
making him over-lenient to a person whom he had 
every reason to despise ? At the recollection of Esther 
he smiled, saying to himself, as he had said more than 
once before, " How she would delight in all this strange 
scenery ! How it would impress her ! " He did not 
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know how much he was himself impressed. A rustle 
on the other side of the hedge attracted his attention. 

" Hullo, who goes there ? " said he. Then he strode 
across the tiny stream and peeped over. 

A man on the other side grinned at him, showing a 
glint of white teeth in the starlight. 

" I am ver* delighted to meet Major Iredale. We 
two, are just two white gentlemen 'mong all dese black 
niggers." 

" You have the advantage of me, sir," said the Major 
stiffly. " For I do not know your name." 

What was more, he doubted the whiteness, and was 
offended at the bracketing of himself with this fellow, 
who, he observed, did not walk like a European, and 
whose pronunciation had a negro flavour about it. 

" My name, Mr. Cesare Vivario," said the man. 

The Major frowned. Where had he heard that 
name before ? 

Mr. Vivario opened the little wooden gate set in a 
gap in the hedge, and crossing the stream, stood at 
the Major's side. 

" Dey know how to be comfortable, dese nuns," he 
said, with a slight sneer ; " dey choose well. Plenty 
water, plenty fish, eh ? " 

" They have chosen a hard life," said the Major, and the 
man agreed, with a somewhat subservient change of tone. 

" Oh yes. Yes, dat true. Dat what I say. Dey 
choose a hard life. Dey ver' brave people. So, did 
you see the Miracle, Major ? " 

" I saw a dying girl," said the Major gravely. " I am 
not a Romanist. I do not believe in their miracles." 

" No, no ; you too wise for dat ! You don' like 
priests," said Mr. Vivario. "Well, now I tell you a 
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laughable, funny story 'bout a priest an' a nun. Dey 
don' always say prayers. Dey " — 

" No thanks," said the Major curtly. He could not, 
for the life of him, refrain from snubbing the man. 

Mr. Vivario's broad smile faded. " Oh, ver' well ! 
But you look over de hedge, and commence first to 
speak to me," said he plaintively. 

The Major laughed. " Why, so I did ! " he owned. 
" I thought you were an Indian from the forest. I'd 
no idea that there could be 'another white gentle- 
man ' at t'other end of nowhere." 

The man was apparently appeased, though his long 
narrow eyes had rather a queer look in them, as he 
glanced sideways at the Englishman. 

"You've got my name very pat," said the Major. 
" How's that, eh ? " 

"It same name of someone I know extremely well 
I and Mr. Jasper Iredale, who was ver' great man and 
friend of the President, was mos' intimate friends. I 
am important gentleman in Ciudad Bolivar too. I 
keep first-rate house. You heard of me ? No ! But 
I heard of you. I hear you go take long journey to 
see de convent in de forest. I see you walk about de 
street in Ciudad Bolivar. You settle how you go up 
de river, and den right 'cross de forest. You pay your 
niggers too much ; dey ver' pleased 'bout dat I don' 
walk so quick. Major ! I got bad leg." 

He sat down on a log by the stream. The Major had 
half a mind to walk on and leave him, then owned to him- 
self that he was not playing the detective particularly well! 

"You seem to have taken a great interest in my 
affairs," he remarked drily. 

" Yes, yes ; dat quite true," said Mr. Vivario cheerfully. 
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" I take much interest You English, so you got no 
religion. You not sick, no ? hut you take long journey, 
dat cost money, to see de nuns. Dat ver' interesting 
fact. I clever, sharp gentleman. I know all 'bout it. 
Now I tell you true, because you and I we all 'lone 
'mong black trash." 

He paused, but the Major made no response. Now 
that they were close to each other without the interven- 
tion of the hedge, the Major could see that Mr. Vivario 
was a mulatto. He had Italian as well as negro blood 
in him. His lips were thick, but his complexion was 
olive. He was not languid like a Creole, but on the 
contrary, restlessly alert He had no morals (judged 
at least by European standards) and no pride ; but he 
had a good deal of vanity, and he was capable of hate. 

" One day a sailor come to my place. He got a 
letter from his old papa. Mr. Wilcah, Wilcoh — some 
name like dat. He sit and read and read it till his 
head nearly come off tryin' to understan'. I say, * What 
de matter ? What it all about ? ' He got a paper too. 
I look at de paper. I know who dis is in one minute. It 
my and de President's friend ! It Mr. Jasper Iredale ! " 

He pulled out a greasy, much-thumbed English local 
paper, and smoothed it out carefully. The Major took 
it out of his hand, and, striking a match, looked at it. 
Jasper's face stared back at him from the printed page, 
half- humorously, half-defiantly, with the expression 
which was so like Mrs. Mordaunt's, that the Major 
seemed almost to hear his old aunt's mocking voice 
ringing again in his ears. How could he ever have 
been so blinded as not to have seen the truth at once ? 

" Romantic Story in Real Life " was printed in large 
letters above the picture. Under it was — *' Gatton 
Mainwaring Mordaunt, The Long-lost Heir." 
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Mr. Vivario read the inscription with gusto, and with 
a vile accent that irritated the Major almost beyond 
endurance. " I and you, Major. We know perhaps 
some more dan dis," said he. " Yes. PVaps we know, 
or p'raps we don* know. Dat just how it comes 'bout." 

The Major had travelled many hundreds of miles, 
with the express object of finding out all that he could 
about the claimant to the Iredale property, but now 
that he was confronted by someone who was evidently 
Itching to sell him information, an unreasonable disgust 
took possession of him. 

" What on earth have you to do with the matter ? " 
he asked curtly. 

Cesare laughed, though he secretly resented the 
Englishman's tone. 

" S'pose — mind I only say s'pose — I bring you 
letters dat he write in his own writing, dat tell you jus* 
all 'bout who he is, an' where he come from, and all he 
ever do in all his life. How much do you pay ? " 

" Mr. Iredale never wrote such letters to you," said 
the Major. 

" Never wrote to me ? Jasper and I we near friends. 
He write to me every week," said Cesare, " or to my 
wife — dat all de same." 

"Ah, you sold your wife to him. I remember 
now," said the Major. " I heard that story in Bolivar." 
He looked at the specimen of humanity before him. 
He thought of the white Miracle he had seen, and his 
lips tightened. He could forgive his cousin that " You 
seem to be a good hand at selling, eh ? " he said. 

" So how much do you pay for de letters ? " per- 
sisted Cesare. 

The Major fought for a moment with the impolitic 

15 
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desire to bid this mean little scoundrel take his dirty 
bargains to the devil. " I'll tell you that when I see 
what they are worth," said he. " Have you got them 
by you ? " 

He was conscious that he was not so disappointed as 
he should have been, when Mr. Vivario shook his head. 

" I bring dem all safe. I not got dem dis minute, 
Major. You can trust me. I " — 

" No, no," said the Major, with a smile. " I can pay 
you if it's worth my while; I couldn't do more than 
that, I'm afraid. Good-evening," and so saying, turned 
on his heel and strode back to the convent. 

The guest-chamber of the nuns was a sort of annexe 
to the original building. It was partitioned by wooden 
screens which formed three rooms, with one common 
roof. The Major had a partition all to himself, with 
a table, chair, and bed. His bed was covered with 
mosquito curtains, and over it was fixed a black wooden 
cross. He was a very honoured visitor, and great 
efforts had been made to provide him with luxuries. 
The other guests slept on the floor. Yet in spite of 
these favours he did not sleep. He sat by the un- 
glazed window, and looked out at the night. Through 
the screen came a murmur of voices. Two Mestizoes 
were talking together of the Miracle. The Major re- 
flected that he was the only man of purely European 
blood in the settlement, yet the nuns were undoubtedly 
treated with respect, — perhaps, indeed, with greater 
respect than would be accorded to them in the cities. 
He wondered whether the waxen images, the music, 
the bright banners, were a necessary first stage in teach- 
ing. You teach a child by coloured picture-books, he 
reflected,and yet his own religious feeling was revolted by 
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an appeal to the senses. The Miracle-worker herself was 
like a beautiful picture. She was a visible sign of purest 
love and pity. The man who had rescued her from 
Cesare Vivario was not utterly to be condemned. 

" Ting, ting ! " There was that bell again. The 
pious sisters were holding midnight service in the 
chapel. He had been apt to consider such acts of 
supererogation as foolish at the best, but some things 
which he had seen and heard since he had been in 
South America modified a judgment which, though 
often one-sided, was always single-eyed. Perhaps the 
grosser vices of a coloured population were best pro- 
tested against by an absolute asceticism. One cannot 
drive off some devils with kid gloves on one's hands. 
Moreover, our measuring of time is often, after all, 
arbitrary. Here was a phase of life far enough removed 
in reality from the phase he had left behind in England. 
Perhaps the grown-up remedies of the nineteenth cen- 
tury were not suited to these " dear wild children " 
of Mother Theresa. What a wonderful little woman 
Mother Theresa was, to be sure ! But she was as 
masterful in her way as had been that other old 
woman, who had been no saint at all, but a terrible 
pagan. The Major was himself a religious man ; he 
possessed a simple and manly code of belief that was 
quite untouched by modem doubts, but he had never 
before come across this enthusiasm of religious fervour,, 
or perhaps it had never forced itself upon his notice. 
The last thing that swam before his mental vision that 
night was Maravilla's face, and, oddly enough, some- 
thing in its expression reminded him of Esther. 

The next morning he woke at four, and went out 
early. A negro was hammering away, grinding coffee 
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between two stones in the funny primitive kitchen. 
The Major drank the coffee in the garden, and there 
Mother Theresa came to him. 

" The dear child is very weak," she said. " One of 
us was with her all night. She heard your voice 
yesterday, and it excited her. You shall presently 
converse with her, but I also would very gladly talk 
with you, and ask your advice. I learn from the 
President's letter that you have lately seen Mr. Iredale." 

The Major pulled at his moustache to hide a smile. 
Though he did not read character with the intuitive 
quickness which had characterised his Aunt Becky, yet 
he was no fool. He was very well aware that this old 
lady leaned on no one's wisdom but her own, and least 
of all on that of a heretic. 

" I cannot imagine that my advice would be of any 
conceivable use to you," said he, in his slow, laborious 
Spanish. " But perhaps, before we go any further, it 
is fair to tell you that I have no right to hear any 
story connected with Mr. Iredale's affairs, on the ground 
of friendship. I am not his friend." 

Mother Theresa looked a good deal surprised. 

" But at least you are not his enemy ? " she asked 
sharply. 

The Major was silent for a minute, then he replied 
slowly and gravely, being in truth somewhat astonished 
at his own statement. 

" No. I am not his enemy. But I am certainly 
his opponent." 

Mother Theresa shrugged her shoulders. She did 
not waste time in unravelling the mystery. What she 
was anxious to do, was to explain to this Englishman 
the exact position of herself and her convent towards 
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" La Maravilla," and in such a way that he should 
be convinced that no blame attached to them. The 
Major, in himself, might be unimportant enough, but 
he was a compatriot of Mr. Iredale's, and he came 
from the President. Mother Theresa had spent some 
sleepless nights meditating on the President's possible 
wrath. " One enemy is too much," she said wisely to 
herself, and she was quite aware that the enmity of 
Jasper Iredale might be of dangerous quality. 

" I can speak openly to you, who are an English 
gentleman, as well as a heretic," she said. " To be 
quite frank then, I wish it to be very clearly under- 
stood that we had no intention of kidnapping this 
dear lady. Had he not disappeared so suddenly, and 
so without trace, I should have sent word to Mr. 
Iredale when his child was born. I believe that he 
does not know of the little one's existence. She 
came before the time, and we hardly expected to 
keep her, but by the mercy of our Lady she lived, and 
has thriven. She is the treasure of the convent." A 
momentary tenderness softened the shrewd old face. 
" The barren woman hath many more children than 
she that hath a husband," said Mother Theresa, " but 
they are children not after the flesh, but after the spirit. 
They cost some pangs too ! My daughters here can- 
not bear to contemplate the idea, that this babe, born 
under the roof of our Lady de la Merced, may possibly 
not be dedicated to the Spiritual Bridegroom. It is 
seldom that my daughters are disobedient even in 
thought." 

" So I should imagine, Madam," said the Major. 

" But I am old, and I have seen the world as well 
as the convent There are many sides to life. I am 
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determined that this child's fkther shall at least be 
told where she is. If he wishes that she should be 
educated in a convent school, well and good. In 
that case I shall myself take her to the Nuns' school 
near Caracas, and he must of course make proper 
provision for her. If, on the other hand, he desires 
to bring her up outside the Church, let him come to 
fetch her. By the time he reaches us, the Miracle 
will be over. She will not live many more weeks." 

The Major frowned. 

" You say you speak openly to me. Then I am at 
liberty to speak frankly too. I can give no opinion 
as to the rights or wrongs of your behaviour in regard 
to Mr. Iredale. That is entirely his business — and 
hers. I have nothing whatever to do with it. Neither 
have I any word to speak about his child. But one 
thing I will say. That poor girl, whom I saw yesterday, 
is dying. It is shocking, to my mind, to see a dying 
woman turned into a show, and surrounded by half- 
worshipping, ignorant poor creatures." 

He spoke with the arbitrary decision which had so 
often irritated his old cousin. Another strong will was 
apt to rouse the Major's. 

Mother Theresa's eyes sparkled. It was many years 
since anyone had ventured to use such a tone to her. 
Then she rapidly made the sign of the cross, and 
muttered something below her breath. Finally she 
answered him with a sweet and dignified smile. 

" You cannot understand ; you do not know what 
you say. Our dear guest is indeed very near the 
next world. Nothing that we can do can hold her. 
She is longing, with an even too great impatience, to 
depart. Yet during these last weeks more than forty 
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people, suffering from divers diseases, have been 
restored to health, not by, but through her. It is 
as if, with the door open, she pauses on the threshold, 
and some strange healing power comes through. I, 
an old woman, who have spent the greater part of 
my life in prayer, whose knees are worn with kneeling, 
humbly own that I do not comprehend these things, 
nor see why this flood of light should have come 
through her. Have you so fasted and prayed, have 
you so meditated on spiritual matters that you are 
better qualified to judge ? — that you can say offhand, 
* This is shocking and blasphemous * ? " 

The Major shook his head. " What fasting I've 
done has been entirely compulsory," he remarked, 
with an amused recollection of a certain campaign 
among Afghan hills — "and modified by tobacco." 

Mother Theresa rose briskly to her feet. The 
glimpse of the religious enthusiast was over. 

" And so you will carry all that I have said to Mr. 
Iredale (even though he is not your friend), and we, 
poor sisters, who are the humble friends of every 
human being, without distinction of class or colour, 
will be ever grateful to you," she said. "And now 
you shall come with me, that you may speak with our 
guest, as I promised." 

The Major followed silently. 

La Maravilla lay in the verandah. She craved for 
air, and suffered during the hot hours of the day, 
when she was obliged to be indoors. It was cool 
and fresh now, but she seemed to the Major to be 
just a shade more fragile than when he had last seen 
her, to have faded a little since yesterday. La 
Maravilla was nearly twenty-one years of age, and 
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she had been the mother of two children, but the 
look of eternal childhood was in her eyes. 

The Major sat down beside her in the wooden 
chair that had been placed for him. She put out a 
small hand and touched him. 

"You are English. It is good even to touch an 
English clothes," she said. " Please speak, for I die to 
hear your English tongue." 

"Well, yes. Vm English," said the Major slowly. 
She waited eagerly for more, but he had apparently 
nothing further to say. He had journeyed for miles 
with a view to extracting information from the woman 
whom he had thought of as the mistress of an adven- 
turer, one who would probably be open to bribes. He 
was absolutely dumb before Maravilla. 

" I will then speak first," she said at last. " But I 
would with much more great pleasure hear you. Yet 
I also haf some to say." She spoke with pauses 
between each sentence. Her voice was little more 
than a whisper. " Our Lady has sent you to me. 
Late I haf been so much affrighted. I feel some 
bad near by to baby. Will you please at her look ? " 
She pointed to the wooden cradle at her side. " She 
is most wonderful beautiful." 

The Major cautiously lifted the net that covered the 
cradle, and peeped. A small, dark head rested on the 
pillow. A brown, healthy baby flushed with sleep, a 
plump, doubled-up fist crammed as far as it would go 
into the soft red mouth, lay sleeping cosily as a dor- 
mouse in its nest. He had expected to see something 
angelically fair, something that partook of the mar- 
\*ellous. He dropped the mosquito net with a smile. 
He did not consider this brown little brat in the least 
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beautiful, but somehow her commonplace humanity 
was something of a relief to him. 

" Why, she is not like you?" he said. 

" No. She like him," said Maravilla. " She wonder- 
ful clever too. She laugh so merry, like sunshine, and 
she frown and she squall so loud, and kick ; ah, how she 
kick ! She angry like a storm ! and next minute it 
all done, and sun again. I cannot hold her no more, 
because she so alive, and my arms are got weak. She 
always in someone's arms — not mine. Dat almost 
could make me cry ; but when she sleep, I pretend she 
mine again. It my treat when she sleep. But I will 
be dead soon — quite soon, I hope. So it ver' good you 
come. Now you will tell to Jasper how you find her 
here. He must come find her. But I want she should 
be a nun. It safer so for girls. I gif her * Rebecca ' 
for her name, because he tell me once it is how his 
mother is called. So I says perhaps he will be pleased. 
Do you believe perhaps he will be pleased ? " 

The Major cleared his throat. Here was an opening 
made for him. But instead of taking advantage of it, 
he examined the sole of his boot in silence for a 
minute, and then remarked gravely and decidedly — 

" But at your age you've no business to hope 
to die." 

Maravilla's great eyes melted into a smile, that was 
again for his English tongue, and English manner. 
All Englishmen were good in her sight. 

"You don* know what you talk about," she said. 
" But I like ver' much to hear you speak. It don' 
matter what you say. You don't know any part of 
all of it." The absolute candour of her reply robbed 
it of rudeness. 
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" You were fond of him, eh ? " said the Major. 

Maravilla laughed very softly, like one who laughs 
at a child's question. 

" Ver* fond of Jasper ? Why, he is the life of me, 
and I die for wanting him. But I will not make my 
life to sin, do you see? I was ver' ignorant. I did 
not know till I was taught. DVecly I know for sure, I 
go away. But it not ver' long now. Jasper is a great 
man." She waved her arms with a curious suggestion 
of indicating illimitable greatness. " He ver' beautiful 
too. But he gif his soul to me to keep. It must not 
be by me it get black on it. No, no, not after once 
I know." 

" Upon my word," said the Major, with his slow 
smile, " I don't think that you smirched the whiteness 
of my cousin's soul." 

But Maravilla paid little heed to what he thought. 
Indeed, in spite of her fragility and gentleness she had 
always been unsusceptible to other people's opinions, 
save where Jasper was concerned. Even while she had 
accepted the teaching of the nuns with eagerness, she 
had carried it to its logical conclusion on her own initia- 
tive. Mother Theresa had recognised with astonish- 
ment, and finally with reverence, a spirit which, though 
utterly different in character, was as strong as her own. 

She thrust her hand into the bosom of her loose 
bodice, and drew out a packet of letters enclosed in a 
saffron - coloured case, which was embroidered with 
purple flowers. 

" Will you please take ? " said she. " When I heard 
how you was come, I said to me, I will gif to him 
my letters from Jasper. You see, before I went to 
Jasper, he wrote to me many letters, in his so funny 




THE ALIEN 235 

Spanish, which, when he speak, is like a Spaniard, but 
when he write, will make you smile. It take me hours 
of great joy to read his letters, for I was not a great 
scholar. At first he write round and big for me, but 
soon I learn. Ah, soon you learn what you like best 
in all of the world ! Is it not so ? After I was his, 
I learnt to speak his English, and I lof it greatly much 
better than the language which was before my own. 
He tell me *bout many things when he write. All kind 
of things. So I know 'bout his mother; but when I 
read I don' understan' all of it. He tell me how he 
quarrel with his brother too — he called Gatton; an' 
he ver' bad. Later he write less 'bout what he did, 
an' more about me. Here are six letters, but one I 
mus' keep. One I keep, make seven. Now look, I 
would have all buried in my coffin, but it shock all 
of the nuns, and, since you come, I believe our Lady 
means me to gif them to you to take to him. So one 
bit alone I keep, an' presently I say, * I will finish to 
make my shroud,' and in it I will sew one bit. Sister 
Dolorosa, she ver* good, an' she seem to think I should 
not so want his words in my grave. But our Lady 
she know, for she not a nun. So take — but say I do 
not send my lof, because it has never stopped away 
from him." 

She held out the packet, but the Major shoved his 
chair back hastily with a gesture of refusal. He could 
not, for the life of him, receive those letters, warm from 
lying on Maravilla's heart 

" No, no ; you are under a misapprehension," he 
cried. "The fact is, I came here to find evidence 
against him. I am no friend of — of the man who was 
your friend." 
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He was hardly prepared for the effect of his words. 
Maravilla gave a startled cry, and shrank from him, the 
pupils of her blue eyes dilating, till the eyes looked 
almost black. 

" Then you are bad ! " she cried. " Then you must 
not come near my baby! I thought you was his 
friend. I said much, much to you, because you have the 
beautiful, funny English tongue like Jasper. But now I 
don' understan*. I don' know what you are now ! Last 
night I dreamed of wickedness, and all to-day I have felt 
a snake watching us ! but I thought you was ver* good." 

She looked at him as if he were the devil in dis- 
guise. She made horns with her fingers across the 
cradle. She was so terrified, that the letters, which 
he had refused to take, slid unnoticed from her grasp, 
and fell on the floor. 

The Major, poor honest gentleman ! could not soothe 
her. The delicate overstrained nature, that could 
mount into the seventh heaven of ecstasy, was liable 
to be submerged in a hell of terror. A nun, hearing 
the frightened exclamation, came hurriedly into the 
verandah. She eyed the Major with stern, reproachful 
glance, and he stood up ruefully. 

" Fm not so bad as all that, little lady, even though 
I am not Jasper's friend. I will give him your 
message," he said. 

He was half-amused, half-sorry. He left Maravilla 
panting like a startled bird, white and speechless. 
But, as he turned out of the verandah, he came sud- 
denly on Cesare Vivario, who was crouched behind 
a post, and nearly hidden by creeping bougainvillas. 
His narrow, oriental eyes shone among the yellow 
flowers. They were fixed steadily on Maravilla. 
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"What the devil are you about? What are you 
skulking here for ? " the Major cried roughly. 

The mulatto cringed instinctively; then apparently 
thought better of it, and blustered, " I just as good as 
you. What you doin' 'ere, sir ? Dat " (with a laugh) 
" was my wife anyhow, even if de baby is his ! I and 
Jasper Iredale, we very intimate once, and I say to 
him "— 

But the Major, not pausing to hear more, strode 
rapidly out of the convent garden and up the mountain 
path. The scent of the flowers sickened him. He 
felt as if they all hid snakes. Later on, he remembered 
that he had never bidden Mother Theresa farewell, and 
he returned to take leave of her. The verandah was 
empty when he came back. The packet of letters — 
but he did not think of them — was gone ; and so was 
Cesare Vivario. But Mother Theresa came out to 
meet him with a disturbed face. 

" Our guest has been light-headed for these last three 
hours," she said. " She must see no one this evening." 

" I am sorry," said the Major. " I beg you to believe 
that I am not in the habit of frightening young women. 
I said nothing that should have alarmed her ; yet some- 
how she was alarmed. I will, if you please, tell you 
exactly what I said." 

He repeated his own words as accurately as he 
could, omitting all that Maravilla had said about the 
letter which she wished buried with her. He could not 
have betrayed that tender little confidence to nuns ! 
Mother Theresa listened with keen attention, then 
shrugged her shoulders. 

" It was not you who frightened her," she said. " It 
was some spiritual terror which seemed for a moment 
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to take your shape. What do we know? Where 
angels come, there the devil, envious and wrathful, will 
try to enter too. She is very ill. It is near the end. 
But now I must tell you something which is not 
pleasant to tell. Someone, I cannot make out whose 
is the evil tongue, has spread a report that you — how 
shall I say it? — that you insulted our Miracle. You 
must go away quickly and unobserved." 

" Indeed, I will do nothing of the sort ! " said the 
Major. " I shall go as I came, openly. I can guess 
•who has scattered dirty stories about. It is that half- 
baked fellow who was sneaking behind a post this 
morning. What is that to me?" He was angry. 
Once again he and the Mother Superior measured 
forces. 

" You asked my advice merely out of politeness this 
morning, Madam," said he, with his rather grim smile. 
" Well, I will give you a bit of it now. Set all your 
dogs at Mr. Vivario, and drive him off." 

The old woman shook her head. " My friend," said 
she, " we are hedged round by the angels of God, and 
we are sheltered under the very especial protection of 
our Blessed Lady. Yet if the poor sisters of * La 
Merced' were to set their dogs at anyone, even the 
most vile, their safety would be gone. I thank you 
most gratefully for your warning. I did not know that 
the man was here. As for you, you will, of course, act 
as you please, but I think that you will be gentle 
enough to do as we entreat, and to leave us, unobserved, 
by a path which Sister Dolorosa is waiting to show you. 
We have entertained you with our best, though our best 
is humble; you will doubtless be generous to over- 
look our deficiencies, and you will remember that we 
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are but women, and that we dread lest any violence 
should befall you." 

" I not being under especial protection, eh ? " said 
the Major. 

He was obliged to give in " of his gentleness," but it 
went sorely against the grain. He left the convent by 
the back way, unwillingly following Sister Dolorosa, 
who risked far more than he was aware of, and he met 
his escort some miles farther on. They reached one 
of the tiny settlements on the shores of the Orinoco in 
safety, and there the Major went on board a steam-tug 
and steamed to the Port of Spain in the Island of 
Trinidad, where he was under the British flag again, 
and where his adventures in that mysterious, half- 
explored forest of the mainland seemed very far off 
and mystical. 

It had been a curious experience, and he had cer- 
tainly not behaved as he would have expected himself 
to behave. He felt that he would hardly dare face his 
lawyer! Not only had he shrunk from prosecuting 
inquiries, not only had he refrained from asking that 
mad little saint a single question, but he had actually 
refused evidence which had been almost thrust upon 
him. The flash-light of the extraordinary had been 
thrown on his character, and he was perturbed 
and ashamed at what it revealed, though he did not 
meditate long on the revelation, being a person who 
never analysed his own sensations. 

The Major had friends as well as sugar plantations 
in Trinidad. He stayed a month on the island, but 
never told anyone of the strange little convent among 
the Indians, of the wonderful Miracle, and of the reason 
why he had gone to Venezuela. He intended to relate 
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that story to his Cousin Esther, who liked romance, 
but he had no wish to speak of it to anyone else. He 
could not help wondering at times whether Maravilla 
were still living, and, oddly enough, he came once 
more in touch with the " Fairy story " before he set 
sail for England. 

He was standing on the quay of the Port of Spain 
waiting for his steamer. He stood very erect, watching 
the lazy coloured crowd with disapproving attention. 
He hated loafers, and it seemed to him that everyone 
loafed in Trinidad ! Presently a negro detached him- 
self from a chattering group, and came up to the 
Englishman. The Major recognised the fellow in an 
instant This was one of the five who had been his 
escort through the forest, and one who had been left 
perforce at the convent, on account of a badly bitten 
foot The Major pointed to the foot with his stick. 

" You told me that it was so bad that it would have 
to come off! Did the Miracle cure you?" 

The man shook his head with an unabashed grin. 

** Psho ! She not cure any more ! She dead ! She 
die two days after you go 'way. She buried in de nuns' 
burying-place. All de Indians come to her funeral. 
De monkeys follow too — but long way off. Dey 'old 
up leaves for books. Dat quite true. When she die it 
grow dark, and all de birds put dere heads under de 
wing, and all de wild " — 

"Nonsense! She was wonderful enough without 
that," said the Major sharply. 



CHAPTER XVII 

'* A friend may often be found and lost, but an old friend can never 
be found, and Nature has provided that he cannot easily be lost." — Dr« 
Johnson. 

THE turn of the year had come, and passed. In 
the country the twigs of the hedges were 
beginning to show a warmer, redder colour, and were 
full of crimson-tipped buds, but nothing was in leaf yet, 
for Spring was unusually late in coming, and the east 
wind blew with nipping sharpness. 

Esther was in London, where it was still wintry and 
dark. She had always disliked March (it was a month 
that had once brought her ill-luck), but this year she 
felt especially unfit to meet its boisterous greeting. 
She was recovering from a serious illness, and her 
strength was as wavering and uncertain as the pale, 
glimmering sunshine. She stopped by a barrow on 
Westminster Bridge, to buy a pot of tulips, but they 
were heavier than she had expected, or than flowers used 
to be, and she was glad to rest for a minute, leaning 
against the stone parapet, and holding her golden 
treasures (that had the effect of sunshine in their ruddy 
pot) clasped close against her black cloak, shielding 
them instinctively from the wind. She never wearied 
of the view of the Houses of Parliament, and of the 
grey river, and though she had now been nearly five 
i6 
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months in London, she was still fascinated by the 
endless procession of people flowing for ever over 
the bridge. 

She had made for herself an abiding place in St 
Thomas's Mansions. Her tiny flat was filled with 
mementoes of Applehurst (for Jasper had insisted on 
sending her the furniture from her old room, as well as 
everything that could by any stretch of courtesy be 
considered hers) and with gifts from her married sisters, 
who were kind and eager to befriend her, but a little 
annoyed, because Esther would go her own way and 
would take no advice — even on the matter of clothes. 
The sisters* presents, bran-new and expensive, clashed 
with the worn things from Applehurst. But that could 
not be helped ; the old and the new could not be 
expected to amalgamate at once. 

Esther was trying hard to make her flat home-like, 
but " home " presupposes the presence of someone one 
loves, and she missed her old cousin more now than she 
had at first. There was Polly, to be sure, and Esther 
had cause to be thankful that she had brought Polly with 
her. She had broken down with an attack of rheumatic 
fever, and had been carried by her own desire as a 
paying patient to the great hospital, at which she now 
looked with something of the sensation of an escaped 
prisoner. The nurses had been capable and the doctors 
kind, but the loneliness of the private ward had op- 
pressed Esther ; she had had a horror of dying in that 
huge place, and had presently struggled back to con- 
valescence, and, as soon as might be, had got away, 
attended by her eager, faithful Polly, who waited on 
her with a zeal quickened by jealousy of the profes- 
sional nurse. 
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Now the two women were established in a topmost 
flat, where — thanks to Cousin Becky's savings ; thanks 
to darned linen and skimped supplies of coal — Esther 
was her own mistress and dependent on no one. Her 
illness had left her thin and delicate-looking. It had 
turned her hair, that had been grey before, snow-white. 
It had done something else. It had made a break 
between the old life and the new. A river flowed 
between her and the years which had passed ; she could 
see them in truer perspective now. 

Those exciting last weeks, lit up by that tragic flash 
of joy that had so transformed her old cousin, were no 
longer in such fierce relief as to throw all that had gone 
before into forgetfulness and shade. Esther pondered 
much over her Cousin Becky, now that she stood a 
little away from all that had happened, now that long- 
ing and joy, perplexity and anxiety were somewhat 
stilled. Perhaps she understood the old woman even 
better than when they had lived together : she certainly 
loved her no whit less because of the revelation that 
had been made. Yet the revelation had left its mark 
on Esther. She was an older woman because of it. 

Her flat suited her well just at present. She could 
not have borne a too intimate contact with her own 
kindred, and yet was not strong enough for complete 
loneliness. The stream of passing people whom she 
watched with sad kindly eyes soothed her, and she 
liked the absence of enforced routine. She liked to 
have her cup of coffee in the morning at odd hours, 
to eat her lunch in a restaurant, to dine or not to dine 
as the mood took her. She had been physically weary 
of a too regular and monotonous life ; she rejoiced now 
in a very mild form of Bohemianism. 
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Her sisters said that Esther had grown peculiar, 
probably from contact with Cousin Becky. Neither of 
them grudged her the legacy ; " Heaven knows she 
worked hard enough for it," said they. But they con- 
sidered that the fact that they had not been left a 
penny, absolved them from punctiliousness in regard to 
the expression of their opinion about their late cousin. 
They were, at last, at liberty to declare what they had ' 
always felt, that she was a terribly coarse old person, 
and that she had frightened them to death when they 
were under her charge. 

Esther became so hot in defence of Cousin Becky, 
that, perhaps, it was as well after all that she had chosen 
to plant herself on the wrong side of the bridge, and 
that the Thames flowed between her place of abode 
and that of her sisters. They could be very good 
friends at a reasonable distance, but she felt, with more 
amusement than sorrow, that there was no picking up 
dropped threads. 

Rpse was happily married and had a large family of 
girls ; Lily was childless, and had slipped into chronic 
invalidism. The pretty likeness between the twins had 
faded, but they were still fond of each other. 

Esther took a wistful interest in Rose's girls, but was 
unexpectedly shy of them. She had been so accustomed 
to being with a much older woman than herself, in 
whose eyes she was still young, that though she often 
called herself " old " she yet became confused when the 
younger generation accepted her at her own valuation. 
Besides, to tell the truth, Rose's children were, unwit- 
tingly, a trifle patronising. 

" Poor dear Aunt Esther is very nice, and she must 
have been quite pretty once," they said ; " but her 
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dresses might have come out of the Ark, and she buys 
at all the wrong shops, just from not really knowing 
about anything at all. It's just the same with her 
reading. Mother says she was a great reader, and she 
must have had time enough, living all alone with a 
cranky old lady, but she isn't what you'd call * up in 
books.' She has only read what nobody ever talks about, 
and there really doesn't seem to be much use in that." 

Esther would have smiled over that comment, for 
happily her sense of humour was still alive ; she would 
also have half-agreed with her niece. She was some- 
times aware that she did not altogether know her way 
about, that she was a little lost, more than a little 
bewildered, in this new world. Even the tenderness 
that was inherent in her seemed at a discount, for there 
was no one near her who needed her especial care, and 
for general philanthropy she had no desire whatever, 
and, just at present, no strength. 

A sister of the poor passed her as she stood resting. 
Esther smiled and nodded. She knew where the sister 
came from ; she had been to the little hospital full of 
waifs and strays, who had been too roughly buffeted by 
the waves of this troublesome world, and had been 
mercifully drawn into the quiet haven. The sisters' 
work was beautiful. She liked, nay loved, the sisters 
themselves, but she shivered at the bare thought of 
becoming one of them. What would Cousin Becky's 
pupil do among devoted church-workers ? How could 
she possibly exist in their dear, narrow little set? 
How utterly bored she would be by their services and 
their fastings, their mild adoration of Father this and 
Father that, and how depressing to be shut up with 
the exclusive companionship of her own sex! 
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" Their goodness would make me horribly wicked," 
thought Esther, with a sigh, and she picked up her pot 
and went on again. She mounted the last flight of 
the stone stairs that led to her flat rather wearily. To 
her surprise she saw, on reaching the top, that her front 
door stood open, as if by magic. 

" Why, Polly, have you been looking out for me ? " 
said she. But it was not Polly, it was the Major who 
stood on her threshold. 

Esther started so that she nearly let her flowers fall ; 
then greeted him with a brightness which shone 
through moisture. It was not so much the man 
himself, as the associations that clung round him, that 
moved her. He saw her start, and a hope that had 
long roots, though it was always nipped when it 
showed its head above ground, sprouted afresh. 

" Curtis ! I thought you were looking after your 
plantations in Trinidad," said Esther. 

" I have just come home," said the Major. " Polly 
recognised me, and invited me to wait for you. I 
hope that you will consider that she acted rightly ? " 

" Of course, of course ! " cried Esther. " You need 
not ask that" 

But the Major had by no means forgotten how he 
had once shaken the dust of Applehurst off his feet, 
and left Esther standing by her Cousin Becky's chair 
with the aspect of an indignant guardian angel. 
Esther would fain have ignored past anger, but he was 
a person who liked to dot his i's and to state clearly 
and precisely where he stood. 

He waited still in the doorway, which he blocked 
entirely, so that she could not lead the way into her 
sitting-room. 
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" Tell me — before we go any farther — are you 
friendly with me again?" said he. 

" Yes, yes, indeed I am," said Esther. " I have not 
so many friends in the world that I should be in a 
hurry to quarrel with such an old and true one. 
Besides, perhaps you were rather badly used." 

" I was indeed," said the Major, " and am, for the 
matter of that. I am glad that you acknowledge that 
fact at last. My poor old cousin swindled me, and you 
sided with her; because you are not always just, you 
know, Esther, although you can be generous. Well, at 
least she had the grace to leave you an independence ! 
To tell the truth, I feared at one time that your play- 
acting gentleman might have laid his fingers on that 
too." He made way for her at last, and Esther, as she 
took him into her sitting-room and made him welcome, 
felt half-annoyed, half-amused. How like Curtis the 
last speech was! How infallibly did he always 
manage to rub her the wrong way. 

" On the contrary, he used his influence in my 
favour," said she. " But you must not say * your play- 
acting gentleman,' please. I do not like it." 

" I beg your pardon. But you always stood up for 
him, didn^t you?" 

" Because I could not but see that he was her son," 
said Esther. " But oh, Curtis, don't let us discuss it 
all over again now ! I don't want to. I am so tired ! 
I don't want to quarrel or argue about him any more. 
Life is difficult, and I have made mistakes. Perhaps 
you were more in the right than I supposed. Let us 
leave it there." 

" No, I can't stop at a * perhaps,' " said the Major 
bluntly, but then he softened. 
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"What made you so ill, Esther? How disgrace- 
fully thin you've grown ! I was shocked to hear that 
you had been taken to an hospital. What were Rose 
and ' Lily about ? It is not at all fitting that you 
should live by yourself in an attic on Westminster 
Bridge. I believe you have been subsisting on nothing 
but buns and tea. That is the kind of thing women 
do when they are left to themselves." 

"That reminds me that it is time for tea" said 
Esther. " And you must certainly drink it with me, 
whether you approve of it or not." 

The Major watched her with grave attention, as she 
moved about the room, laying the cloth, and putting 
out the best china, which he remembered at Apple- 
hurst. Her room was daintily pretty, and it was full 
of character, in spite of its smallness. He wondered 
why a woman with so pretty a gift for the homelike 
should be so unwilling to take possession of the home 
which he was ready to offer. Did the young sailor- 
lover of her youth stand between them still? Was 
she wedded to a dream for ever? The Major was 
impatient of such sentimental folly. Esther often 
made him impatient, though he was so fond of her. 
He was constantly possessed by the desire to prove to 
her how very foolish she was, to tilt against shadows 
whose power he felt, and at the same time despised. 

Polly brought in the hot water with a beaming face. 
She liked to see "company." She was hospitably 
inclined, as all thoroughly good servants are. 

" I wonder how, and why, you make any room look 
homelike ? " said the Major. 

Esther smiled a little sadly. " Do you know that 
that is a very pretty compliment ? " she said. " It puts 
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me in good conceit with myself, and I had been feeling 
rather forlorn," 

The moment the words had crossed her lips she 
regretted their utterance. They gave the Major his 
opportunity. If only she had not been so physically 
weary, so craving for sympathy, she would have 
guarded her tongue better. She was handing him his 
cup of tea while she spoke. He caught her wrist, and 
held it fast in his right hand, and put the cup on the 
table with his left 

" Now, Esther, why should you be forlorn ? " he said. 
" Here am I, who, as you very well know, am eager to 
take you back with me to make my house a home, 
which it is not at present, and which it never can be 
while there is no woman in it. I am quite aware that 
you do not feel for me that sort of ecstatic love that 
you felt once in your youth ; I do not expect that. At 
our ages it would no doubt seem that such an expecta- 
tion would be as absurd for me to entertain, as for you 
to fulfil." He paused a minute, his voice sounded 
rueful. " But," he went on, with renewed cheerfulness, 
" is there any just cause why we should not make each 
other exceedingly happy? I know that I do not 
invariably agree with you. I see that you are inclined 
to throw away substance for shadow. I see that your 
views on some subjects are impracticable and high- 
flown, but that does not prevent me from loving you, 
does it?" He could not quite manage to say, 
" Why, then, should it prevent you from loving me ? " 
but that was so clearly what he meant that Esther 
answered the unspoken words. 

" Oh, Curtis, it is not that ! No * views ' ever yet 
prevented people from caring for each other." 
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The tears were in her eyes and in her voice. She 
was lonely, and his little speech about the house that 
he could never make into a home had touched a deep- 
seated instinct. 

" Then what is it ? " he asked bluntly. " See here, 
Esther, if you were eighteen and I twenty-one, I should 
not press you like this. I should say, * She doesn't love 
me, and that's the end of it,' but when I consider that " — 

'* I am afraid that that is the only thing to be said, 
even now that my hair is white," said Esther. " Some 
people go on being foolish all their lives, Curtis." 

She drew her hand away. Her fair skin marked 
easily, and his strong fingers had gripped her wrist 
harder than he knew, and left a red impress on it 

" Why, I believe I hurt you ! " said the Major. " I 
am very sorry, Esther ; I did not know I was rough — 
but you are so easily hurt." 

She shook her head. " No, no, that did not hurt 
me in the least," she said. "But, Curtis, if — No, I 
cannot explain ! " 

For once he caught her meaning without an ex- 
planation. 

" You think that if you and I were married I should 
always be hurting you without meaning to, eh ? But 
you are wrong, quite wrong. You make a mistake. 
I like you so well, Esther, that I should soon learn 
to be full of tact. And as for you, though you are 
hasty sometimes, you are not one of those tiresome 
women who nurse grievances and fancy themselves 
misunderstood. If you were not blessed with a very 
sweet wholesome nature, you could never have kept the 
peace, nor have lived so comfortably with my poor old 
Cousin Rebecca. I saw that well enough." 
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" Did you ? " said Esther. She felt half-inclined to 
laugh and half to cry, but his chance, if for one 
moment in her weakness he had had one, was gone. 
" It was easy to me to live peacefully with Cousin 
Becky, because I loved her. Sometimes I wearied of 
the life at Applehurst, but it was my own choice, and 
I always felt free to be myself with her. I should not 
be good or sweet if I were married to you, Curtis. I 
should feel imprisoned — even though I am quite 
certain that you would always be kind and fair and 
in the right, and that if I wasn't happy it would be 
entirely my own fault." 

" Esther," said the Major solemnly, " are you bitten 
with this modern craze for freedom ? But you are not 
naturally a self-sufficing woman. I can see so much, 
though you think that I understand nothing at all. 
You owned you felt forlorn just now, all alone in this 
ridiculous attic ! Well, old age will come on you as 
well as on me. You will feel much more forlorn 
then." 

" Do you suppose that I don't recognise that ? " cried 
Esther. " That I do not often and often shiver, when 
I remember the loneliness of old age and death ? " 

For a minute she seemed to herself to stand face 
to face with a cold spectre, which she did in very truth 
dread. The premonition of the loneliness that must 
attend impaired powers, when her interest in many- 
sided life would perforce wane with her intellectual and 
physical failure, always depressed her. There would 
be no one to warm and cherish her, as she had warmed 
and cherished the old woman in whose service her 
youth had passed. But that chilly ghost, though it 
haunted, should not make a coward of hert 
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" Then if you recognise it," said the Major, " why 
not be sensible for once? You and I might face 
old age very comfortably together. As for Death, I 
humbly hope that I need not fear him. I am sure 
you need not" 

The simple faith that he expressed woke Esther's 
sympathy. Never had she liked the Major so much as 
at that moment, but she shook her head. 

" I cannot be sensible after your pattern. You must 
just be content to let me be as foolish as Heaven 
made me, Curtis — please." Her grey eyes laughed, 
for his "for once" had amused her. 

The Major was slow to relinquish a desire. 

" You still think about that poor Naval chap who 
was killed in Egypt nearly twenty years ago," he said 
slowly, though he was aware that he had no business 
to trespass on such delicate ground ; " yet, Esther, you 
were only boy and girl, and in heaven there is no 
marriage or giving in marriage." 

" Only boy and girl ! " said Esther ; " and that time 
is very, very long ago ! Yet he taught me not to take 
second bests for best, and I do not regret the lesson. 
The people who have never learnt it, live in a land 
where there are no mountains." 

The Major groaned impatiently. " I don't understand 
you when you talk like that ! I'm not poetical ! I 
only see with regret (and you must forgave me if I 
speak my mind too plainly) that you allow an utterly 
false, though pretty, ideal of faithfulness to a dead man, 
to possess you to the exclusion of that which life 
offers." 

A flood of colour rushed over Esther's face, and then 
left her white. 
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" No," she said. " It is not that now. It might 
have been once, but I've outlived dreams." 

" It is not that," repeated the Major. To tell the 
truth, he was considerably surprised. So surprised, 
that it took him a minute to digest her statement 
" But if not that — then " — 

" Then you must ask no more," said Esther. " And 
you must leave me my mountains, even though you 
think that they are made of moonshine, and that they 
will prove cold comfort in my old age ! — as probably 
they will." 

Her voice dropped into rather a sad tone at the last 
words. The Major frowned, then, rather to her sur- 
prise, held out his hand. 

" That's over," he said. " I will ask you no more. 
Cousin Esther, now that I am sure that it is not a 
ghost who is standing between you and living men. 
But one thing I will say, for my conscience pricks me ! 
I ought not to have spoken to you as I did of forlorn 
old age. I was wrong. There is too much fear in the 
world nowadays. Some folk fear death, and more 
fear life ; but as for you, you know better than to be 
afraid of anything that comes from God." 

" But I am not so good as all that ! " cried Esther, 
with a gasp. 

" You know better," persisted the Major, calmly dis- 
regarding her protest. " And what is more, you'll be 
justified in the end. Now I wish that you would offer 
me another cup of tea, my dear Cousin, for this has 
become stone cold ! I am not going away directly. 
I wish to hear your plans for the future, and I see no 
reason why you should not consult me about that in- 
vestment which you wrote me word yoU were meditating. 
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I am a far better business man than are either of 
your brothers-in-law." 

" You are very kind and good," said Esther warmly, 
" and there is no one whose advice on the subject I 
would so unhesitatingly take." 

" Yes, you are very amenable to advice, on subjects 
about which you care very little," said the Major. But 
that was a trait in Esther which he liked. She did 
not, like Mrs. Mordaunt, scout his aid in all directions. 
Only where her affections were concerned, she took her 
own way. 

There was a touch of the untamable in her, despite 
her gentleness. Her crabbed old cousin had under- 
stood that well enough. 

" Esther can't marry anyone," she had said. " Lots 
of women can ! and it's a pity, for her warm heart will 
make her horribly lonely; but she has just got the 
quality that makes it unsafe." 




CHAPTER XVIII 

** God be merciful to us sinners, for to the good Thou hast ahready 
been sufficiently merciful in making them good." 

Persian Prayer, 

THE Major drank his second cup of tea, and gave 
his advice on matters pertaining to money, 
Esther wondered whether any rejected suitor had 
behaved just so before. She hoped that his behaviour 
proved that he was not much hurt. He disapproved 
of her having accepted any gift that came from Apple- 
hurst, and he shook his head at the sight of the 
familiar cream-jug. 

" It would have been wiser not to have taken any- 
thing from him, Esther," he said. 

And Esther forgave the unasked-for opinion, for the 
sake of the persistent and obstinate kindness. After 
all, it is a bad plan to measure everyone by one's own 
little pocket-rule, and a great deal may be forgiven to 
a friend whose friendship survives the refusal of love. 
She was anxious to avoid speaking of Jasper ; but it 
was impossible to avoid what the Major was bent on 
discussing. 

" I hear that the fellow is behaving oddly. He sees 
no one. He has been shut up alone at Applehurst 
all the winter. He rides a good deal, but he doesn't 
hunt. That is bad policy. Yet he's clever." 

256 
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" Very, I should think/' said Esther. 

" You know that I've been out to Venezuela," con- 
tinued the Major. " I told you of my intention when 
we last met at the station, but you did not seem 
greatly interested. I supposed that that was because 
you were angry with me." 

" Indeed, I must have seemed a very bad-tempered 
person," said Esther, laughing, "But anger would 
never make me indifferent! I know you told me 
something, but my head was hurting me so much that 
I could not take in what you were saying. I was 
idiotic, not uninterested!" 

" If I had understood that you were ill, I should 
have got into the train with you," said the Major. " How- 
ever, there is no use in considering now what ought to 
have been done. I left England two days later, and I 
told the world in general that I was going to visit my pro- 
perty in Trinidad. I had an introduction to R — s P — 1, 
who is at the present moment President of Venezuela. 
Who do you suppose supplied me with that ? " 

Esther guessed quickly, "Jasper himself!" 

" Yes. You are very sharp-witted ; I do not know 
how you managed to jump to that conclusion, but so 
it was. All that he said about his life in South America 
is strictly true. He is actually a man of mark. He 
is no common adventurer. He is a public character, 
and is well known out there." 

" That does not surprise me," said Esther. 

" He went by the name of Jasper Iredale." 

She nodded ; she was perhaps more deeply interested 
than she cared to express. 

"He is not a poor man. He has turned over a 
good deal of money." 
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" I can well believe that, for Cousin Becky was a 
sharp business woman." 

" Ah, she was inclined to be too speculative; though, 
as it happened, her speculations turned out well," said 
the Major. " He is a bit of a gambler too. Not a 
gambler at cards, but a gambler in a big way." 

" So I should guess." 

"You seem to have guessed a good deal. Now, 
Esther, how much, may I ask, do you know? Oh, 
now you are angry ! I ask too many questions 
— that is what you are going to say. Very well, I 
will tell you something. The fellow's baptismal name 
is Jasper, that is, it is if my cousin ever had the decency 
to have him baptized, which I fear is open to doubt, 
and that is the only name he has any right to. He is 
my cousin's son, but, as I have always maintained, he is 
no more Gatton than I am ! And this, I can very 
well see, is no news to you. He is not the child of 
poor deluded old Mr. Mordaunt, who, we may conclude, 
was very successfully cheated ! " 

" No, Mr. Mordaunt was not cheated. He knew all 
about it," put in Esther hastily. 

" Oh ho ! and so did you ! " said the Major. And 
silence fell between them. Her cheeks burned like 
fire. 

" I must ask one question," he said at last. " And 
I believe that you will give me an answer, not because 
we havfe been opponents in this affair, but because I 
am always your friend. By what right did you keep 
such a secret as this? Thank Heaven you are not 
much of an actress ! but how on earth could you have 
brought your conscience to consent to the covering of 
such an imposture ? " 

17 
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Esther hesitated for a second. He was not the 
keeper of her conscience, and it was on the tip of her 
tongue to ask in return, " By what right do you 
question and judge me?" but she forbore, perhaps 
because, having refused the Major his one impossible 
demand, she was anxious to grant any and all minor 
claims. 

" I swore to my Cousin Becky that I would not 
betray her confidence," she said; "she told me the 
truth just before she died. She was lonely, she 
wanted to tell — I — I wanted to be close to her. You 
see, I loved her." 

The Major shook his head. "You were wrong, 
Esther." 

"If you had given your word that you would keep 
a secret, you would have been silent too, whoever 
suffered. So you ought to understand." 

« < If — it is a big ' if,' " he said bluntly. " I should 
never have made such a promise. No man would have 
been such a" — He checked himself, and swallowed 
the obvious end to his sentence. But possibly, after 
his own fashion, he did understand pretty well ! 

" And for all you know," he remarked, pulling his 
moustache, " I may just have been drawing you on the 
subject, and shall now make use of what you have let 
slip." 

But at that Esther laughed. " I may be a fool 
according to your views, but I am not so great a fool 
as to suppose that. That is the kind of stupidity I 
am not liable to! If I could imagine you capable 
of playing me that kind of trick, you would not be 
sitting there, calling yourself my friend." 

The retort was spirited, and it conveyed a compli- 
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ment The Major, at the bottom of his heart, liked it 
She trusted him, anyhow, and he was sometimes 
conscious that he admired what he was pleased to call 
Esther's failings, more than he admired other people's 
virtues. 

" Well," he said, " I never suspected the truth till 
the day on which I last spoke to Cousin Rebecca. I 
suppose I was stupid, and so was old Holdsworthy, 
but some ideas do not connect themselves readily with 
people one has known almost from one's boyhood. I 
have always been aware that Cousin Rebecca had many 
faults. A sharp tongue, an aggressively independent 
spirit, and an unfeminine way of looking at life." 
(Esther's foot tapped impatiently.) " But such a 
solution never occurred to me till after I had left her. 
I wish that I had thought of it sooner ! even an hour 
sooner. I should have taxed her with it. She should 
not have gone to her last account with the sin of 
deception on her soul." 

" She would never have confessed to you," Esther 
could not refrain from interpolating ; but he went on, 
unheeding her remark. 

"It was not a welcome idea. I do not relish seeing 
our name smirched by the discovery of this scandal of 
ancient history, and it alters my position and renders 
it extremely difficult. So long as I believed the 
claimant to be a bare-faced impostor, who, in some 
unaccountable manner, had bamboozled my cousin, it 
was my clear duty and pleasure to unmask him ! 
When I unwillingly recognised that she could not 
possibly be a dupe (and in fact the r61e of dupe never 
seemed to suit Cousin Rebecca), I was justly angry with 
her, and it appeared doubly my duty to fight against 
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her extraordinary infatuation with a gipsy-born rogue ; 
but now that I know that this man is her son, although 
her illegitimate son, it is another matter. I hate to 
expose family skeletons, and to foul my own nest ! " 

" She would have done better to have trusted you," 
said Esther, to whom trust came easily. " If she had 
told you the whole story, you would have helped her." 

" I beg your pardon, Esther," said he, " I should 
under no circumstances have helped her to call that 
jack-of-all-trades Gatton, and I doubt whether she 
would have relished the only aid that I would have 
given ! " 

" Then what shall you do next ? " said Esther, and 
here indeed was the difficulty. 

" If we all had our deserts, the fellow should be laid 
by the heels in gaol for this business," said the Major ; 
*** and I shouldn't be surprised in that case if you had 
to bear witness against him, whether you liked it or no, 
my dear Cousin ! You may remember that I advised 
you to leave Applehurst long ago, when he first arrived 
on the scene. If you get mixed up with that kind of 
people, you must expect unpleasant consequences, but 
— wait a minute before you interrupt me — I am slower 
than you are sometimes. I've been slow at catching 
the right end of this story. What if, while I am still 
thinking what to do next, the bird flies ? " He glanced 
at the clock on the mantelpiece. " What if a letter 
went by this evening's post, and he got it to-morrow 
morning, and was warned in time, and out of the 
country before I have turned round?" 

Esther glanced at the clock too, and then at the 
Major. Her heart beat fast. 

" The letter might fly, but he wouldn't," she said. 
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" That," said the Major, " would depend on what 
was in it ! No doubt if it merely mentioned that I 
had a suspicion of the truth, he might choose to brazen 
it out. But it might venture on further statements, 
supposing, of course, that it was penned by a very 
indiscreet and too kind-hearted person, who was 
absurdly ready to give him a last chance. It might 
warn him that, having at last got on the right tack, 
our investigations have not been entirely unfruitful. 
My poor cousin managed cleverly; but I hear from 
Holdsworthy that there is a woman still living near 
Lyme Regis who was the playfellow of the boy Jasper, 
and the daughter of my cousin's old nurse. She knows 
the truth about him. The boy was bom in her 
mother's cottage. She can be induced to give 
evidence." 

Esther sighed. "It would be horrible to have all 
that dragged into Court, but I do not believe a threat 
will induce him to run away. It ought to, perhaps ! 
But there is something unaccountable in him." She 
leaned forward eagerly. " Curtis, we cannot throw my 
Cousin Becky's story to the public ! " 

" We cannot back him up in this bare-faced lie/' said 
the Major. 

But she felt that she and Curtis were no longer 
viewing the matter from opposite poles. Each had 
mentally moved an inch nearer to the other. She 
ventured a step farther. 

" It is very difficult to put my meaning into words," 
she said, frowning, " but I do not believe that any sane 
motive made Jasper do the extraordinary things he 
has done. People called Cousin Becky eccentric. 
She was the cleverest and the shrewdest woman I've 
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met, with plenty of hard common-sense as a rule. Yet 
in spite of her shrewdness I know that she was swayed 
at times by gusts of strong bitter feeling — of passion, 
perhaps — of something I never quite understood." 

" Are you trying to find excuses for them both, 
Esther ? " 

She shook her head. " No. I am only trying to 
understand and to explain. There would be no use 
in writing such a letter of warning as you suggest. It 
would appeal to his reason, would it not ? It would 
make clear the fact that he would do wisely to escape. 
But it was not the reasonable part of him, which 
prompted his journey to England, and his mad pretence 
at being Gatton. I do not believe that any ordinary 
consideration of prudence will have the least effect on 
his conduct." 

" Any more than any ordinary consideration of 
morality, eh?" said the Major drily. But he re- 
membered what Jasper's friend had said to him, 
" After the woman left him, and his son died, he was 
for months like one mad." " He is a very queer fish," 
he said, " and I don't think he is a very fit subject of 
discussion with you, Esther ; but there is no sense in 
telling half a story. When I was in Venezuela, I 
found the one person to whom this man seems to have 
been entirely unreserved. She was in a convent on 
the edge of a great forest." 

" You cannot make her bear witness against him ! " 

The Major bit his lip. " So he told you about her 
too? He has been very communicative to you. No, 
I cannot do that, because she is dead." 

" Dead ! His Maravilla is dead ! " said Esther in a 
whisper to herself. She put her hand before her eyes. 
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" Go on, Curtis," she said aloud, " I should like to hear 
about it all." 

And the Major went on, telling the story of his 
travels somewhat baldly. 

" I am not inclined to papistry, but I suppose there 
may be saints everywhere. I started with the ex- 
pectation of meeting a very different kind of person." 

" And you met a miracle," said Esther, with a faint 
smile. 

" The Indians from the forest, the half-breeds from 
the small stations on the Orinoco, came to be cured of 
disease. I never in my life have seen anything so 
outrageous. They held a sort of idolatrous mass, and 
strangers flocked to it from miles round. Yet it is 
impossible to suppose that she was a fraud. Having 
seen her, I could not suppose it. It was an extremely 
puzzling sight. I saw her twice. The first time I got 
no chance of speaking privately with her. The second 
time she greeted me with a delight that was almost 
saddening — because of my English tongue, and be- 
cause she fancied that I came from the man she loved. 
I felt bound in common honesty to explain that he 
had not sent me ; that, in fact, I was very far from 
being a friend of his. That finished the interview! 
She was horrified ! She shrank away from me as if I 
were the devil, holding up two fingers like this." The 
Major smiled ruefully at the recollection. " And after- 
wards I was hustled out of the convent by a back 
way ! The nuns made a fine to-do. They said that 
if the people believed I had done anything to alarm 
their Miracle I should be killed ; but I was not afraid 
of that. I could hold my own against a parcel of 
natives, I hope. The poor thing died two days after 
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that. I was sorry to hear it. I do not understand 
religious ecstasies, but I cpuld see that she was very 
good. Having seen her, I incline to think that he 
must have a streak of something not all bad in him. 
She gave me a message for him. She told me to tell 
him that a child was born after she left him. That 
it was her hope that he would allow his daughter 
to be brought up as a nun. That she named her 
Rebecca, believing that that would please him. That 
when she herself should be dead, he must come to see 
his child. That she did not send her love, because it 
had never stopped away from him." 

The Major pulled his moustache. He had repeated 
Maravilla's words in the flat, uninterested tone that an 
Englishman is apt to take refuge in, when he fears a 
suspicion of sentiments 

" But that baby won't be a nun," he remarked. 
" She's like her grandmother. And if I'd needed any 
further proof as to whose son the fellow is, why there 
it was in the cradle before me." 

" Oh, I wish I had seen her ! " cried Esther ; " I wish 
I had been with you." 

She had not that indiscriminate love for all very 
young creatures that seems to be in the nature of many 
women, but she was moved by the thought of this 
special baby (who was so like Cousin Becky that even 
the Major saw the likeness), who was the child of a 
Maravilla — and of Jasper. 

" Have you given him the message ? " she asked. 
" Do not threaten him. Just give him her message, 
Curtis." 

"You may do that, if you will," said the Major. 
" And you may tell him that the child's mother has 
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died. I don't care to. Vm not the right person to do 
it. I don't want to make an assault on the chap's 
feelings. So long as he clears out, it doesn't matter to 
me why he clears out. There was an old Mother 
Superior at the convent who had a great deal to say- 
too. She also sent him messages. I did not promise 
to deliver hers, however. I cannot say that I under- 
stood all the ins and outs of the story she told me. 
The upshot of it was that she wanted him to under- 
stand that in the first place she had never kidnapped 
their * Miracle ' ; and in the second place, that she was 
not anxious to annex the responsibility of his child." 

" There seems to be a good deal to be conveyed to 
him," said Esther doubtfully. 

" But mind, Esther," said the Major, " if he has any 
decent desire to prevent the raking up of his mother's 
story, there is only one course open to him, and there 
is one thing that he must do. Put this strongly. He 
must leave a written confession addressed to me, ex- 
plaining who he is, and who he pretended to be. I 
shall (not out of any undue leniency to him, but for 
the sake of my family) then endeavour to hush the 
matter up, and to step quietly into possession of my 
own, without dragging this disreputable affair into the 
Courts. Holdsworthy is of opinion that this may yet 
be possible. But I am no Don Quixote. I must 
possess a guarantee that he will not turn up again and 
give us all this trouble once more, the next time he 
happens to be sick of his life, and in the humour for 
masquerading as someone else." 

" He will never write that confession," said Esther. 
" And after all, Curtis — is it fair ? You are suggesting 
that Jasper shall throw himself entirely on your honour, 
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relying on your spoken word to me that if he does so 
you will * endeavour to hush the matter up ' ; while you 
on your side " — 

" Put no confidence whatever in his," said the Major. 
" Yes, that is what I suggest, my dear Cousin. I am 
sorry it offends you. But, you see, those are the only 
possible terms between him and me. I am an honest 
man, and he isn't." 

The words hurt Esther, because they were incontro- 
vertible. That Jasper had been hardly treated, that 
he was naturally brave and chivalrous (adjectives not 
usually linked with dishonesty), that his curiously 
mixed character had the capability for greatness in it, 
were all facts that flashed into her mind, but which, 
after all, were not to the point There was no equality 
between him and honest men. 

" I suppose that that is true," she said. " But your 
clear appreciation of the fact won't incline him to 
virtue. When he has refused your terms, what will 
happen next?" 

" I shall bring an action against him, and Holds- 
worthy is now of opinion that I shall win my case. 
There can be no hiding of scandal, or screening of my 
cousin's memory then. We shall be in for a wholesale 
washing of the family linen in public ! and neither you 
nor I will much relish that." 

His face looked sad, as well as stern and worn, as 
the firelight played on it. He expected Esther to 
protest, but she was silent, and her silence softened 
him. 

" I will say to you what I shall not say to anyone 
else, and you may believe it or not, as you please," said 
he. " I'm fond of Applehurst ; I've looked forward to 
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possessing it ; but since I've known that that man is 
her son, and that her heart was set on his having it, 
I would rather not touch it with a pair of tongs. 
You'll at least do me a good turn if you make sure 
that we are too late to clap him into gaol." 

" Of course, I believe you," said Esther ; " but, Curtis, 
if — if you feel like that, why take any action at all ? 
Why not leave everything alone ? " 

" Because he is not Gatton," said the Major, and the 
words that he had reiterated so many times had a cer- 
tain solemnity to-day that impressed her — " because 
he is not Gatton, and no amount of feeling makes any 
difference to facts ; and as for me, I have never sub- 
scribed to frauds, nor taken any part in lies." 

It was getting dark. 

" We have nearly talked the sun down," Esther said. 
" Look what a red London sun ! " She walked to 
the window and looked out. She was rather glad 
that the kindly dusk hid the trouble in her face from 
the Major's keen eyes. 

" It has not gone down on our wrath, has it, 
Esther ? " he said quaintly. " But how about that 
letter? The post goes in half an hour. I will sit 
here while you write it, and I will post it for you 
on my way home." 

" It will be very difficult," said Esther. 

She had done a good many difficult things in her 
life, but she wondered for a moment whether she could 
write to tell Jasper of the death of the woman he loved, 
with the Major sitting by. 

" Tell him what that girl said," said the Major. " I 
do not wish to. I should feel as if I were hitting him 
below the belt. And for the rest " — 
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" No," said Esther firmly. " I will have nothing to 
do with the rest. I will write to give him Maravilla's 
message, because he told me about her, and because I 
am his friend. But I cannot warn, or threaten him, in 
the same breath." 

"Then I will do that part of it," said the Major. 
" Perhaps I shall do it more effectually. Will you 
kindly bring me a sheet of paper and a pen?" 

Esther brought him her little brown writing-case, 
and lit a candle. The Major wrote at the tea-table. 
She could hear the scratch of his quill as he penned 
his unmistakable meaning, in his upright, thick 
handwriting." 

" You will put out your eyes. You had better draw 
your chair up to the candle," he said once, glancing up. 

But she sat by the window and scribbled her difficult 
note by the last rays of daylight. Then she fastened 
it and took it to him. 

" I have done it," she said. " But there is no such 
thing as * breaking ' the shock of sudden news. It does 
not matter how it is put." 

The Major took the pencilled note, and turned it 
over in his hand. He saw a wet mark on it. 

" You are too sorry for him, Esther," he said. " And 
so you call yourself his friend ? I doubt whether he's 
deserving of that." 

" He is my Cousin Becky's son," said Esther. 

" Which makes not a jot of difference to his 
deserts," said the Major. " Your sympathy is too 
much enlisted on the side of black sheep." 

" Ah ! The white sheep start with such an immense 
advantage in being bom white ! " cried Esther. 

She looked down from her fifth-storey window, and 
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watched his upright soldierly figure crossing the street. 
He posted the two letters, and went on his way 
towards the house that was not home. He was a man 
in whose integrity one could trust absolutely. No fit 
of despair would ever upset the balance of his mind, no 
bitterness warp his sense of right and wrong, nor would 
love ever cause him to do bad or mad things. 

" A woman who loved him would be very safe," 
thought Esther. But she knew that she could never 
have been that woman, not even when she was young. 



CHAPTER XIX 

JASPER walked up and down in the library at 
Applehurst with a very dirty missive in his 
hand. 

" This is to warn him who is called Mr. Gatton 
Mainwaring Mordaunt, that there is one who knows all 
about him, and has in my own possession the letters he 
wrote to Mrs. Vivario before she went away with him. 
Which same letters are worthy at the present of some 
moneys. The person who writes this understands that 
quite well. Major Iredale, without any doubt, will, 
if offered, pay five hundred pounds to get them with 
much great pleasure. The person who writes is more 
ready to give you the first chance to buy, if you will 
come with the necessary moneys to the above address, 
or will send good messenger. This is no cheat. 
You will know the minute you look that the letters 
are genuine and worthy of all the moneys asked. 
You will be sorry if you do not buy, for the other 
side will. Nothing under five hundred pounds will be 
taken." 

The reader made a mental note of the address at the 
top of the letter. It was written from an alley near 
Bishopsgate Street, E.C. Then he tossed the anony- 
mous production into the fire, and watched the spidery, 
pointed writing on the blue foreign paper crackle and 
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bum. It was an attempt at blackmail, and by no 
means the first that he had received. It gave him food 
for reflection. He believed that no one in England, with 
the exception of Esther, so much as knew the name of 
Maravilla. Someone had tracked him across the sea. 
Someone from that other life. It was within the 
bounds of possibility that the someone was really in 
possession of his letters. But if that were so, it pointed 
to the fact that Maravilla was dead. He did not 
believe that, if she were living, she would part with the 
least scrap of his handwriting. Though he was sorely 
angry with her, he never for one moment imagined 
that any human being could or would dethrone him 
in her heart. He had been jealous, but not of 
humanity. He knew better than that. 

" Then Maravilla is dead ! " he repeated to himself 
But he had been aware of her death before that dirty 
little letter added its evidence to his own intuition. 
He had known it one night (it was on the 4th of 
January) while he stood by the tower on the hill look- 
ing out on the moonlit, snow-clad world. No visible 
spirit had come to him. No white-robed angel had 
dropped from the star-spangled sky, through the still 
frosty air, to his side. Yet all at once the " something " 
which he had told Esther " was always pulling at his 
heartstrings " had snapped, the passionate longing that 
had possessed him for months had turned cold and 
died. " Maravilla is dead," he had said, and had 
stopped for a while bareheaded. Then had gone 
wearily home, and had slept fast and long. That was 
two months ago. To-day he repeated his words with 
a kind of awe. He was superstitious ; he put faith in 
presentiments, though it was characteristic of his para- 
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doxical nature, that a kind of contradictory common- 
sense often prevented him from acting on them, till 
they were backed by some tangible evidence. Since 
that January night there had been a change in the new 
squire. The sharp edge of his reforming energy had 
turned ; the reins, which he had held with such wonder- 
ful ability, sometimes dropped a little slackly in his 
fingers. He was not quite so popular as he had been 
at first. Odd stories about him were afloat in the 
village. Yet the fascination which he undoubtedly had 
for those with whom he came in personal contact, still 
held good. The servants at Applehurst remained de- 
voted to him. Dr. Clayton, in spite of his naturally 
mild temper, would ponderously snub anyone who said 
a word against him ; and old Wilcox blessed him with 
his last breath. For Wilcox had caught a chill at Mrs. 
Mordaunt's funeral, and had died with his hand in the 
squire's. 

"You knowed I was all right, for all that them 
addled sums went agin me ; but no one else would have 
knowed," Wilcox had kept repeating, with growing 
thickness of speech, and with eyes fixed with an 
almost painful worship on Jasper's face. At the last 
reiteration he added, " You know, and so God 'uU 
know." 

Jasper for his part had found nothing to say on that 
occasion ; but that mattered little, for his presence was 
all that the old fellow wanted. Wilcox paid no 
attention to Mr. Joel, who knelt at one side of the bed 
and repeated the Lord's Prayer aloud. Only when the 
blind parson got to " Forgive us our trespasses as we 
forgive " — he interrupted. His stiff lips smiled slowly. 
His gaze still rested on Jasper. 
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"That's good for 'im," he said. "Bless 'im, 'e 
knowed," and so died. 

Mr. Joel followed Jasper out of the cottage. 

" You must have been extraordinarily good to 
Wilcox," he said. 

" Oh no, I wasn't I only grasped the fact that the 
poor old chap was honest enough — but muddle-headed 
to an almost incredible degree — and a jealous old ass, 
too," said Jasper. " It was tragic in a way. He was 
so horribly in dread of being cut out by new-fangled 
men. That's what made him morose. His * addled 
sums ' gave me no end of trouble, but I wouldn't turn 
him off in a hurry, for it's a pity to throw away faith- 
fulness." 

Mr. Joel's thoughtful old face shone with sympathy. 

" You stood for God, to that man," he said ; " and 
rightly so. For you made him understand what the 
Divine forgiveness is, which looks not at the sins of the 
Old Adam, but at the growing Christ within." 

" I ! " said Jasper. He was half-dumbfoundered, 
half-amused at this unexpected representation of him- 
self. "Not I! I don't pretend to be* religious. But 
knocking about in the world has taught me to see, at 
once, who is worth taking trouble for, and who is too 
rotten to use. I've never made a mistake in my man ; 
but mine is a practical, not a moral view, you know." 

Then an odd painful expression flashed across his 
face. Perhaps he recognised his own unsoundness at 
that moment, for he turned away abruptly. Mr. Joel 
sighed as he heard the quick, light footsteps receding 
up the street. His liking for Jasper was stronger than 
he could reasonably account for, and that in spite of 
the scene that had shocked him on the night of the 
i8 
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funeral. All men approached as " voices " to the blind 
parson. But the voice of this prodigal, from over the 
seas, had echoed in his heart with singular persistence, 
from the time when its owner had walked by his side 
in the night. He saw none of the outside details per- 
taining to the people he met; he never knew what 
they wore, nor how they looked, but he had often a 
singularly clear perception of how they felt. Jasper 
was to him always as one haunted by a miserable 
dream, wrapt round in a cloak of unhappiness. 

The winter had been long and hard, but when the 
snow melted and the roads became more passable, Mr. 
Joel turned his face in the direction of Applehurst. 
The place looked cold and blind and desolate, for half 
the windows were shut, and Jasper lived in one comer 
of the house. Mr. Joel could not see its desolation, 
but perhaps felt it. He lingered, though the maid who 
opened the door repeated, " He told me to say that he's 
not at home, sir." 

" Are you sure that Mr. Mordaunt will not see me ? 
IVe had a long walk," he said wistfully. 

"He's that queer just now, sir," said the woman, 
moved by a sudden desire to confide. " I wouldn't say 
it to no one but you, who've known the family these 
last twenty-five years, but the house is a deal more 
lonesome than it was in the old lady's time, and good- 
ness knows, we were quiet enough then. Mr. Parkyns, 
who was butler here, couldn't stand it no more, and left. 
Mr. Mordaunt just shuts the door on every living soul." 

Mr. Joel sighed and was turning to go, then paused 
again, arrested by the sound of a voice. 

" But your master has someone with him," he said, 
" I hear him talking." 
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The woman lowered her voice mysteriously. " Some- 
times he doesn't speak for days," she said, " and then 
again he will walk up and down, up and down, and talk 
to himself half the night. The old mistress used to be 
that way too, before the rheumatism laid hold on her." 

A faint colour came into Mr. JoeFs delicate face. 
" Tell Mr. Mordaunt that I should take it as a great 
favour if he would see me on particular business," he said. 

But, when the maid had gone on her errand, he cast 
about in his mind for a plausible reason to back his 
statement. What particular business could he produce ? 
Jasper was an energetic landlord. There was now no 
cottage whose roof needed mending, no floor through 
which the damp soaked. He was ashamed of his intrusion. 

The maid went into the library nervously. Jasper 
was walking up and down like a caged panther. When 
he turned sharply and looked at her, she was frightened, 
though she did not know why. 

" Why do you disturb me ? " he said. 

" It wasn't me, sir — it was Mr. Joel," she stammered. 

" I am out," said Jasper shortly. He stared gloomily 
at Anne, but he was not thinking about her in the least. 

" rU say so again, sir. I wouldn't have troubled 
you, but that Mr. Joel said his business was particular, 
and that he'd take it as a favour if you'd see him." 

The library door was open, and while she spoke, Jasper 
caught sight of the patient, white-haired old figure wait- 
ing in the hall. He woke suddenly out of his black 
fit, and went out quickly with hands outstretched. 

" Why, Mr. Joel," he said ; " come in, come in ! I 
did not know that you were standing there." 

Mr. Joel had not yet provided himself with an excuse, 
so he came in apologetically and shyly. The host led 
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the way into the library, and wheeled up the arm-chair 
that his mother had once occupied, and in which she 
had died. 

" Don't apologise. You are welcome. You drive 
away ghosts," he said. He pushed the old man gently 
into the chair, and poked the fire. 

Mr. Joel held his thin, long-fingered hands to the 
blaze; a painful wistfulness shone in his face. 

" You are very kind," he said. " Sometimes I wish 
much that I could see. I should blunder less." 

It was the first and last time in his life that he ever 
expressed the wish aloud. Not one of his parishioners 
had ever heard such a speech cross his lips. Only 
before Jasper, before this man, who was alien to him 
in many ways, he broke down the barrier of gentle 
uncomplaining dignity that had always guarded his 
infirmity. And he broke it down for no private ends. 
He did not say to himself, " Thus, and thus only, can I 
win confidence." He spoke simply and. without fore- 
thought, but took the right way, because his hand, like 
that of a little child, was held close in God's grasp. 

" To my mind it would be better to be dead, than to 
be maimed," said Jasper. The keenness of his senses, 
and his conscious joy in them, made him pity infirmity 
intensely. " But the world is full of maimed creatures 
who have been caught in traps. This morning I killed 
a hare who had wrenched her thigh out of joint in an 
iniquitous arrangement of wire and steel. I won't have 
such things on this place. I've told the keepers so. I 
invented a trap myself years ago, that kills outright, so 
soon as the poor beast is caught. That's well enough ! 
I'm not squeamish about killing." 

" I heartily agree with you," said Mr. Joel. " I should 
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like to examine your invention. The unnecessary suffer- 
ing that we inflict on our dumb brothers and sisters is a 
black fact. * Deliver us from evil/ we say. Well, there 
is an evil hiding in our hedges, spread out on our downs, 
lying in wait in our woods." 

His mind had reverted to a frightened shrill chirping 
that he had heard, while he had walked over the short 
grass of the downs, one spring morning. He had put 
down his hand, and felt three terrified goldfinches, caught 
by the claws to a limed twig. 

" Oh, we shall not be delivered from it," said Jasper. 
" We get a sentimental fit every now and then, but a 
certain amount of cruelty or brutality, or whatever you 
like to call it, went to the making of the universe, and 
it is no more to be got rid of than is the air or the water. 
As for the trapped creatures, sometimes they free them- 
selves, with a bit torn off, and sometimes they don't. 
At last the keeper comes and knocks *em on the head, 
and there is an end of that. Or else he is a bit too 
slow (being taken up with his own affairs), and they 
dash out their own brains against the wires, and there's 
the end again ! " 

He stared into the fire, but he was no longer think- 
ing about the hare he had had mercy on that morning. 
" They haven't as much choice as they fancy," he said. 
" One's end is settled on the day one is born. It's like 
one's shadow. It shapes itself and grows with one's 
growth. It's always there, though you don't always 
see it. But one fine day it will stand in front instead 
of behind, and you will look into its eyes, and recognise 
that it is quite an old acquaintance. It lay in your 
cradle when you were a baby, and ran behind you 
when you were a boy, and grinned when you kissed 
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your love, and followed still when you tried to make a 
fresh start in a new land. * Ah, ha, mine enemy ! ' 
you'll say, and after that you'll say no more, for you'll 
be as dead as a door-nail, you know. You can't look 
too long into the eyes of your fate, can you ? " 

The old visionary smiled, for he, too, had pondered 
on that day which comes for every son of man, when 
Death shall stand in front, and, looking in his eyes, we 
shall know — at last 

" Perhaps you'll be wiser," he said, " and see him as 
a friend, whom you've called your enemy. But I think 
you live too much alone, if you'll forgive an old man's 
impertinence, and perhaps this place is too small for 
such as you. Yet it goes against me to say so, for 
an energetic landlord was much needed, and the good 
you've done, shows what you may do." 

" Oh, I play the part very well," said Jasper, with the 
sudden smile, and the air of confidence, that won him 
hearts. " But to tell you the very truth, I'm getting 
dead sick of it 1 The Major would make a better 
landowner than I, in the long-run, for he would stick 
to it." 

" But this is more than a game," said the old man. 
" This," he waved his hand towards the window, against 
which the wind was beating in eddying gusts — "this 
is your natural heritage." 

" Of barrenness and storm, eh ? " said Jasper, and he 
went to the window, and, flinging it open, leaned out. 
The grey skies hung low over the March landscape. 
It was bitterly cold still. He could see the long low 
sweep of the downs, and the chalky white road that led 
to the village, through the bare twigs of the trees. He 
had come from dazzling blue skies, and brilliant sun- 
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shine, and the darkness of the English winter had 
impressed him. Yet he loved the place, even while 
he wearied of it 

" It should have been my heritage," he said, " But 
there's a drop of * wandering ' blood in me. My bones 
won't go to the fattening of English soil, Tm afraid. 
Listen ! Who is coming through this storm across 
the park ? " His hearing was extraordinarily fine and 
quick, quicker even than that of his blind guest No 
one else, except perhaps some Indian trapper, would 
have heard the distant footstep ; but presently one of 
the dogs began to bark, and then the postman came 
in sight, holding his head down, half-blinded by the 
gale. 

Jasper went to meet him, and returned with two 
letters in his hand. 

" I don't know the writing," he said. " But this one 
is very much alive. There is something that matters 
in it" He laughed at himself the next moment. 
" That sounds mad. But it is a queer fact that I 
always know, before I open a letter (and my mother 
had the same faculty), if it contains anything im- 
portant" 

" It is from Esther," said Mr. Joel. 

" What, are you second-sighted too ? " 

The old man shook his head. " No, but I recognise 
the scent of orris-root that clings to Esther's writing- 
paper." 

" Then my presentiment is wrong," said Jasper. 
" For Esther cannot have anything very important 
to say to me." 

His expression softened. He was fond of Esther. 
She was to him as the embodiment of the charm of 
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England ; that restrained pure charm of grey skies and 
hidden sweetness and freshness, of sober-suited singing 
birds, and thick, treasure-hiding hedges. The melan- 
choly that had so possessed him of late, would perhaps 
have been partially routed, if she had been still in the 
house. 

He opened the letter and read it through twice. 
Then stood long silent. At last Mr. Joel spoke in an 
anxious voice. 

"Again I must ask your pardon for my intrusive 
questions. But I am very much attached to my 
dearest godchild — to Esther. I fear from your silence 
that some trouble may have befallen her. Is she well ? " 

" Well ? I suppose so," said Jasper. " She chose 
between me and heaven, and she preferred heaven. 
She has what she chose — and it's over. Well, I was 
sure of it!" 

Mr. Joel's delicate old face showed painful distress. 

" I do not understand," he cried. " What are you 
saying? You are speaking very wildly of Miss 
Mordaunt." 

Jasper stared. "Why, I was not even thinking of 
her," he said, with his short laugh. 

He walked to the window again, and stood gazing 
out with unseeing eyes. His face was white under the 
sun-burn. Maravilla's message affected him strongly. 
No one in the world had ever had so strong a hold on 
his affections as she had had. It seemed to him that 
it was part of the irony of fate, that when his first 
youth was over, he should have flung his whole heart 
into the lap of this little saint, who had deserted him 
for God, and that, even yet, her voice should reach and 
follow him. 
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" She sends me a message ; but shall I go ? " he said ; 
but he asked it, not of his guest, but of the wind that 
was still blowing tumultuously through the room. 

Mr. Joel held out his hand. " I will bid you good- 
bye," he said. " For I am sure that the news you have 
had is strange and important, and you must wish me 
away." 

Jasper shut the window and turned round; his eyes 
were dazed, his mouth was twitching with a whimsical 
smile. 

" Upon my soul, it's a bit of a toss-up ! I don't 
know what I am going to do," he said. " But good- 
bye, sir." He watched the blind man with growing 
intentness. 

" If he goes away without asking me a question, TU 
throw up everything else, and be off to Venezuela," he 
said to himself. " If he is inquisitive, I'll stay and be 
a country gentleman till I die." 

Mr. Joel walked to the door, and then stood still. 
It was a mercy that the east wind was no longer racket- 
ing through the room, but he still felt as if restless, 
unshriven spirits were holding a carnival in the place. 

" I do not wish to ask any impertinent question," he 
said gently, " and I think I need not say that I will 
not chatter about your affairs, but " — He hesitated, 
and a rather sardonic gleam of fun broke suddenly 
through the gloom of his host's expression. 

" Go on, sir," said Jasper. " Do not hesitate to say 
whatever you wish to say." " The parson will do it," 
he added to himself. 

" But I will wish you wisdom and a right decision, 
and the counsel of the Most High," said Mr. Joel, and 
he left the room. 
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Jasper screwed his lips into a whistle as the door 
shut. 

" There's no counting on Joel ! " he said. 

Then his eye fell on another letter that had been 
blown, still unopened, to his feet. He stooped, picked 
it up, and read it with a changing countenance. It 
was from the Major, and it was short and to the point. 

" Sir, — I write to warn you that we have found 
certain proof as to the illegality of your pretensions. 
It appears to me just possible that you may have some 
desire to prevent the publishing of a story discreditable 
to the late Mrs. Mordaunt, as well as to yourself. 

" Should this be the case, I would, on your leaving 
England within the next three days, and on the receipt 
of a written confession addressed to me and witnessed 
by two witnesses, use my best endeavours to prevent 
the whole matter being made public. In the event 
of your appearing in England again, or giving any 
further trouble, I should consider this engagement 
cancelled, and should produce your confession. 

" In making this offer I am actuated solely by the 
desire to screen my late Cousin's, and your Mother's, 
memory, but I should strongly advise you to accept 
it. — Yours faithfully, 

"Curtis Iredale." 

Jasper pulled himself together. The dreaminess 
went out of his eyes. 

« Tm d— d if I will," said he. 




CHAPTER XX 

LONDON requires to be known before she can 
be loved. Her beauty is not of the kind that 
strikes the newcomer at first sight. She is, to tell the 
truth, something irregular of feature. She has the 
charm of a fascinating plain woman. When you 
have once learnt to admire her, you admire her 
for ever, but at your introduction you perhaps 
compare her unfavourably with cleaner and brighter 
beauties. 

Jasper had made acquaintance with many capitals, 
and as he wended his way eastwards the dulness 
of the people's clothes, the smudgy dinginess that 
blurred, and the indescribable odour of poverty that 
pervaded all things, struck him as extraordinarily 
depressing. 

Presently he reached a part of the town where 
the Jewish element was strong. Here limpets and 
mussels were sold in barrels, and queer little second- 
hand shops displayed dirty sponges and old bibles, 
satin slippers that had once been white, and sham 
diamonds that had not the ghost of a sparkle left in 
them. 

He turned up a dark alley blessed by a flowery 
name, and peeped into an uninviting court. The 
neighbourhood was unsafe after dark, and the police 
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went through the court three a-breast; but he had 
been in queer places before now, and he was physically 
fearless. He shrugged his shoulders and plunged in. 
Apparently all the inhabitants were asleep. He pushed 
open a door on the right and cautiously mounted some 
rotten stairs, avoiding rubbing shoulders against a 
suspicious black wall. At the top of the stairs was 
another door, at which he tapped. A stout foreign- 
looking woman in a coarse black wig opened to him, 
and greeted him with cheerful affability. 

An ear-piercing noise was let loose as the door 
opened. On entering, he found himself in a small, 
close room surrounded by birdcages, the occupants of 
which screamed and whistled and chirped from all 
sides. Here were macaws, bright of feather and harsh 
of tongue. Here goldfinches in heart-breakingly small 
cages. Golden canaries trilled shrilly, and larks sang 
their souls out. Bullfinches hopped sadly from perch 
to floor and back again, and a fierce raven had the air 
of some captive, untamed robber chief. 

Jasper took a seat oh a table in the middle of 
the room, and entered, with that readiness which 
characterised his dealings with womankind of every 
description, into an animated conversation with his 
hostess, who was a Pole, a fact which he shortly 
discovered, consequently addressing her in her own 
tongue. 

In answer to a question as to where and how he 
learnt to understand her language, the sound of which 
actually brought tears of pleasure to her eyes, Jasper 
narrated a wonderfully vivid and interesting tale about 
a Polish anarchist who had somehow or other got shut 
up in a Spanish prison, where he had found her, and 
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from which he had subsequently obtained her release. 
She was a beautiful girl, he said, and he had been 
at once reminded of her by his present companion. 
Esther was not the only woman who found this man's 
stories singularly entrancing. The stout lady of the 
wig, who had herself been both lovely and romantic 
once, listened with glistening eyes. She enjoyed his 
description of the horrors of a Spanish prison, she 
clapped her hands over the escape, and Jasper talked as 
if he had nothing else in the world to do, and as if he 
had no thought in his mind but how best to amuse 
and interest her. 

The melancholy that had lately enveloped him was 
gone with the need for action. He was chattering and 
smoking gaily when the door opened again, and Cesare 
Vivario slid into the room. Then his manner changed 
suddenly. He believed that he was safe in this strange 
place, now that he had the woman on his side. He 
was probably right. 

" Ah, Cesare," he said. " Where is the property 
which you have stolen ? " 

The mulatto looked old and pinched and abject. 
Now that he was face to face with the Englishman he 
was afraid of him. He had lately been ill with ague, 
and his dark skin had a curiously grey tinge. He 
made a sign to the woman, who shook her head, as she 
stood rather behind Jasper. All of which by-play 
Jasper saw out of the comer of one eye, and his spirits 
rose. 

" I haven't a penny in my pocket," he remarked. 
" D'you see ? " 

He was wearing a very rough blue serge suit. He 
turned out all his pockets one after the other. There 
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was not so much as a handkerchief or a pipe in them, 
but in the last there was a pocket revolver, which he 
kept in his hand, and which Cesare Vivario eyed with 
some appearance of indignation. 

" What you take me for, Mr. Iredale," he said, 
" dat you come like dat ? I your ver* good friend. 
I write in a frien'ly way. I and you, we strangers in a 
horrid, cold wicked place." 

" Where did you find my letters ? " said Jasper. 

" It private business, I should say," said Cesare, with 
some dignity. 

" Fve no objection to this lady's presence," said 
Jasper, with his quick, bright smile. 

The lady nodded to him and moved to the door, 
against which she set her broad back. 

Jasper asked himself whether it were possible that 
Cesare had the letters about him ; if so, whether he 
should quickly possess himself of them, and so settle 
the matter out of hand ? Could he trust enough to his 
rapid alliance with the woman to ask her ? He risked 
it, speaking in Polish, 

" I do not know," she answered. " I have nothing 
to do with this business. He is only my lodger. I do 
not like it, and the sooner you are out of this house the 
better. I won't have any fighting. If there is a tussle 
you may get the worst of it ; there are four men in 
the room below. I am glad you have no money, and 
that your clothes are not worth very much, but still 
they are too good. Settle your affairs quickly, and I 
will get you out by another way over the roof." 

" Show me the letters. I will give you a pound 
a-piece for them because they were hers, and then Fll 
burn them because youVe touched them," said Jasper. 
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He loathed the man, and took no trouble to conceal 
his loathing. Cesare glanced side-long at him, male- 
volent, but cowed. 

"Oh, you bum because I touch?" he said. "No 
odder reason? No? You so Ver* good gentleman, 
you don' steal, no ? You tink I show you dem ? I 
show you copy. Ver' nice copy." 

He took a greasy packet from his breast-pocket and 
handed it to Jasper, who glanced through it with a 
poignant sensation of miserable and angry disgust. In 
spite of the easy way in which he could make friends of 
every sort and description, in spite of the outspoken 
manner in which he would often express his opinion, 
and the apparent frankness with which he would de- 
scribe incidents that he had witnessed or taken part in, 
Jasper was, and always had been, reserved where his 
own affections were concerned. That the fingers of 
this mulatto should have defiled that which he had 
written to the girl he had honestly reverenced and 
considered as his wife ; that words that could only have 
been written to her, and written in the high summer of 
love, should have been pored over with evil intent, and 
copied in this vile hand-writing which he hated, made 
him feel literally sick with hot indignation and a sense 
of sacrilege. His head swam for a second. It was on 
the cards that he might spring at Cesare's throat — then 
he mastered himself and flung the letters back. 

" Yes, it's ver' nice copy," he said, with a laugh. 
" Well, Cesare, a pound a-piece, eh ? And you bring 
the originals of these letters to the hall of the Norfolk 
Street Hotel this evening. I will give you the 
money then. You'll be quite safe in a public hall, 
you know." 
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" A pound ? You ver' fond of your joke," said 
Cesare, with a smile that wavered between insolence 
and propitiation. " I say one hundred pound each, I 
get so much easy from Major Iredale, I tell you true. 
He talk a great deal to me in Venezuela. * You ver* 
sharp, clever man,' he say ; * you help me and I help 
you.' Dat quite plain and right to arrange between two 
gentlemen." 

" Then why on earth haven't you gone to him ? " 
said Jasper, and as he spoke, the thought flashed into 
his mind, " But perhaps you have." It was more than 
possible, it was quite probable that Cesare was intent 
on a double game, and was disposing of his booty to 
both sides at once. Jasper covered his eyes with his 
hand for a second, trying as he did so to call to mind 
the exact number of the letters which he had written to 
Maravilla before she came to him. He knew the look 
of them, for they had lain in her work-basket, under the 
little garments she stitched at for their boy. They 
were always in a saffron-coloured case, which was 
worked with purple and white blossoms. He had 
laughed at her one day for keeping her love-letters in a 
basket, and she had said — 

" But so they are within reach of my hand." 

The first had been such a letter as might have been 
written to a patron saint, and laid with flowers on a 
shrine. Not at all the kind of thing anyone would 
have expected Jasper Iredale to write. In the second, 
of two weeks later, he had told her of past ambitions 
and hopes, but had ended by saying that these were all 
as nothing to him now, that they had become thin as 
shadows, and of no value. In the third he had answered 
some question she had asked him, and had written of 
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his childhood and boyhood, to this poor child whose 
youth had been cast in much worse places than his. 
He had described England to her ; — a safe, cool country 
where you could plunge your hand into a green hedge 
and never fear anything worse than the sting of a 
wholesome thistle ! — where you could tread the green 
grass bare-foot, and pick small delicately tinted flowers ; 
— a place where Nature showed herself more placid, 
gentler, less brilliant than in South America. 

Then very tenderly he had explained to her why he 
had left that " safe place," why the mother country had 
been but a stepmother to him, and her homely charm 
had vexed him with a sense of loss. He had told her 
of his mother, who had never owned him (though he 
did not blame, because after all he loved her, and it was 
far easier to blame circumstances or the law), and he 
had said that he had counted himself excused for some 
sins because of the bitter inheritance that had been his, 
but that, having known Maravilla, he counted himself 
excused no longer. 

Ah, that was the letter which would go against him. 
Now he came to think of it, Cesare had shown him no 
copy of it. Probably it was reserved for other uses. 
And at that thought the bitter and defiant anger which 
had driven and possessed him like an evil spirit, swept 
over him again with fresh force. Not because of his 
sins, but because of that which was good in him, had he 
been entrapped. In his heart of heart he knew that 
his love for Maravilla had been infinitely the best thing 
in his life, and it seemed to him that a mocking Deity 
had ruined him through that. He dropped his hand, 
and his expression was hard and set. 

" I have remembered," he said ; " there were seven 
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letters. I do not wish to bargain with you. I will give 
you twenty pounds for each of them, when I have them all 
in my hand. But you have produced copies of six. If 
you have already taken one to the Major, you will not 
get a penny out of me for the others. And in that 
case I will certainly kill you, my dear Cesare, and then 
at least I shall have done one good deed of which I 
shall never have cause to repent I will only give you 
till to-morrow at this time. If I have not the letters 
before then, I shall know that you've tried to cheat 
me according to your nature. I shall not be much 
surprised, but you will have been foolish, for in the first 
place you will never get a larger sum from the Major 
than the hundred and forty pounds I offer ; and in the 
second place, even five thousand pounds would be no 
use to you when once you are in your coffin. That 
is all I have to say to you." 

He spoke in a low clear voice, for when he was angry 
he never raised it. Then he got off the table and 
turned to the woman. 

" Will you show me the way out, Madame ? " he said. 
" I give you a great deal of trouble, and you are very kind, 
and I have nothing for you in return — but my thanks." 

The room had a skylight that opened on to the roof. 
Madame put a wooden stool on to the table, and pro- 
ceeded to mount it with great agility and to scramble 
through the window. She was wonderfully light-footed 
in spite of her size. Cesare stopped Jasper, who was 
about to follow. His face was ashen. 

" But I have never seen more dan six letters," he 
said. " I never steal de case. I pick it up ! Just 
where it lay on de floor. I swear to you dat dere were 
just de six in it I swear to you by " — 
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" It doesn't matter what you swear by," said Jasper. 
" Those are my terms. I will give you one hundred 
and forty pounds for the seven letters, or not a penny 
for six, but you shall be paid in either case." 

He did not for one moment believe that Cesare had 
never possessed the seventh letter, and yet it was the 
fact. It lay in a very safe and quiet place. A place 
far enough away from streets and towns. No thief 
would touch it, and no unloving eye decipher it. It 
was quite safe ! sewn into Maravilla's shroud. 

" In the next house lives a friend of mine ; I will take 
you through her room, and out at the back, but you 
had better not come here again," said the lady of the 
black wig. 

Jasper smiled to himself while he followed her quickly 
and deftly between chimneys. Adventure had been as 
the breath of life to him, and he had frequently got 
out of somewhat strait places by the aid of women. 
They had always liked him, and not without reason, for 
he was good to them. 

Ten minutes saw him clear of the network of shady 
side streets where foreign tongues predominated. He 
struck into the main thoroughfare again, and slackened 
his pace. 

As for the mulatto, he collapsed in a shivering heap 
on the floor, and the parrot screamed derisively at him. 
He could bully by letter, but not in person, for his 
nerve was gone. 

" He will kill me. He will certainly kill me. He is 
mad enough to do anything," he moaned, and he rocked 
to and fro, crying. 

He too considered that God had been hard on him. 
Cesare's God was a somewhat easily biassed deity, a 
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kind of Oriental potentate surrounded by saints, who 
had his ear, and who were themselves open to bribes 
in the shape of candles or even flattery. It was not a 
high conception, but it was perhaps not his fault that 
bribery and extortion were indissolubly connected in 
his mind with government. And apart from that 
orthodox "religion," which he had never quite cut 
himself loose from, and which he certainly intended 
to turn to on his deathbed, he had a strange super- 
stition about the girl whom he had picked up on 
account of her voice, and with whom he had gone 
through the marriage ceremony in order to " bind her," 
when he found that she caused money to flow in wonder- 
fully fast. He had thought her not quite right in the 
head at first. She was innocent to an extent that 
argued idiocy ; yet she had filled even Cesare with a 
sense of something supernatural. He would not have 
parted with her for a small sum, because she proved to 
have a really extraordinary attraction, but the price 
Mr. Iredale had offered was one that far surpassed his 
wildest dreams, one that only the maddest of English- 
men would have given. Cesare had not been shocked 
by the proposition ; it roused neither resentment nor 
jealousy in him ! Judged by Western standards, he 
was a very conscienceless individual. The girl had 
always shrunk from him, and (except from a trade 
point of view) she was not to his taste, and even 
sometimes made him vaguely uncomfortable. He had 
parted with her willingly, but no sooner had he done 
so than his superstition about her gathered strength, 
and he knew that he had parted with his luck. 

One misfortune after another fell on him. A man 
was killed in his house on the night of her departure. 
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Then he got into trouble with the authorities, and into 
the hands of the Jews. Finally he was forced to leave 

the town. He set up his bar in a street of , that 

blazingly hot seaport where sailors from many lands 
were enticed like silly flies into his parlour ; and where 
Major Iredale had landed when he first arrived in 
Venezuela. Here again ill-luck pursued him. He 
fell ill of a disease that still crippled and twisted him. 
It was during his illness that he heard of the miracles 
that were being worked in a far-off convent in the 
forest, and so soon as he was fit to travel he started 
on his pilgrimage, inspired thereto by three motives. 
He wished to be cured of the lameness that still 
troubled him. He wished to repossess himself of the 
" Maravilla," and he scented a possible source of profit 
to himself in the affair of the disputed inheritance. 

The journey had been long and difficult, but he had 
got hold of Jasper Iredale's letters with an ease which 
was almost disquieting. They had, as it were, dropped 
into his hands, and they contained at least two sen- 
tences which were evidence of the invalidity of the 
writer's present claim. That was very well ! but Mara- 
villa died before he had had the chance of propitiating 
her, or of being cured, and on his return home Cesare 
found that his house had been burned to the ground. 

The two facts hung together in Cesare's mind. He 
believed that had he made friends with Maravilla, his 
house would not have been destroyed. The accident 
appalled him. It was a malign interference of the 
Supernatural. His creditors were pressing, and he 
lost his nerve. He went on board a merchant ship 
(her captain was a friend, and offered him a free pass- 
age), and he' presently landed in England very cold, 
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very out of heart, and with very little silver in his 
pocket. 

He had at first intended to carry his evidence 
straight to Major Iredale, but two motives deterred 
him. He feared doing that which should still further 
displease those "powers" who were so evidently on 
the side of Maravilla's friends, and he had contracted 
a strong personal dislike to the Major, who had 
wounded and trampled on his vanity. Cesare was 
sore about the colour of his skin ; he resented being 
considered black. Here, too, was tragedy ! Here, too, 
cause enough for pity, though perhaps only one, pure 
as Christ, could understand and pity such as Cesare, 
and yet take no hurt. 

He had no sense of shame in attempting to black- 
mail Mr. Iredale ; that was only a matter of business. 
He had the letters, the other man had the money. 
He had intended to sell his wares as he had sold 
Maravilla, for all they would fetch, and to drink Jasper's 
health amicably afterwards — for he had liked him better 
than he had liked the Major. Yes, that was how he 
had meant to arrange everything! It should have 
been a transaction between friends. True, if driven 
to it, he had had some idea of showing that he had 
companions and allies in the house, but the pistol and 
the woman, between them, had prevented that demon- 
stration, and now Cesare himself was threatened and 
coerced. 

" He is wrong — but he will certainly kill me," he 
moaned again. " I can never make this Englishman 
believe me, because I am not of his colour! and 
because the Madonna is against me. And I am 
hungry and I am very ill and very cold." 
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He shivered, and, as he shivered, he saw the shadow 
of the coffin which Jasper had spoken of, dance before 
him on the bare floor. He knew that he dared not go 
to the hotel with the six letters. Then desperation 
seized him. 

" I must sell to the other side," he said. " But it is 
the Englishman's own fault — and the devil's." 

Meanwhile the Englishman, walking rapidly through 
these side streets, struck into the main thoroughfare 
again and slackened his pace. Though he had hated 
the episode of the letters, he was mentally the better 
for having exerted himself. He had no doubt that 
Cesare would turn up during the course of the next 
day, and in the meanwhile his busy brain turned to 
the consideration of his next move. The prick of 
pain was always poisoned where Jasper was concerned.. 
He resented it passionately and actively. Calamity 
may make a saint more saintly, but its effect on a 
sinner appears startlingly the reverse of beneficial at 
times. Though one writes " appears " advisedly, for 
while some happy souls reach their kingdom of heaven 
by a comparatively short cut, nay, are apparently born 
within its peace and never wander far from it, others 
seem impelled, by the very constitution of their spiritual 
nature, to experience the extremes of thirst, and to plunge 
through a tormenting fire. Jasper's flames scorched 
other people as well as himself, but there again they 
followed a law which makes us rub perplexed eyes 
occasionally, but which. Heaven knows, is universal 
enough. Not for nothing was it written that the 
Divine Man descended into a hell where others burned 
and thirsted. 

The chain of Jasper's reflections was broken by the 
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sight of two women who were standing in front of him. 
One was a Sister of Mercy, the other a taller, slenderer 
figure that he knew well. They were both looking 
into a toy-shop window. He was singularly disinclined 
to meet Esther Mordaunt at that moment, but she had 
seen his reflection in the glass of the window, and she 
turned impulsively towards him with outstretched hands. 

" I did not expect to see you here," she said ; " but I 
am glad that we have met." 

" You haven't become a nun, have you ? " asked he, 
eyeing her straight cloak and severely plain bonnet in 
some dismay. 

Esther laughed " No, indeed ! I am nothing half 
so good ! I am a regular fraud. I have only been 
with Sister Eunice to see a crippled child to whom I 
promised to take a doll. Now I am on my way back 
to my flat. I am dressed like this because it is safer 
to be dowdy in this part of London. But you are 
masquerading, too, I think." 

She glanced with some amusement at the rough blue 
suit, which made him appear 'more foreign than usual. 
Esther could never manage to look anything but a 
lady, whatever might be the fashion of her clothes, but 
Jasper could always thoroughly assume the r61e for 
which he was dressed, because he was a bom actor. 
She coloured as the words escaped her lips. It sud- 
denly struck her that " masquerading " was a word far 
too appropriate to have applied lightly. 

" Will you walk home with me, Jasper ? " she said. 

" Will I ? " said Jasper. He had noticed her blush, 
and he was a little bit amused and a trifle ashamed, — 
an attitude of mind which Esther often induced in him. 
" Will I, indeed ? Why, yes, if you will let me, 
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Esther. Perhaps I, too, have been engaged in pre- 
senting dolls to poor little crippled children ! " 

He walked by her side because she had asked him 
to, and because, in spite of all the bad and mad things 
he had done, he would have gone many steps out of his 
way rather than hurt Esther's feelings. Yet he would 
have preferred to have avoided her, and she realised 
that fact before they had gone three yards. 

'' He is afraid lest I speak to him about Maravilla," 
she thought " He need not be alarmed ! I did not live 
all those years with his mother without learning when 
not to dive below the surface. Or is it that he sup- 
poses that I shall ask him whether he means to take 
the Major's warning ? But I should not be so silly as 
to question Cousin Becky's son too much ! " 

Then she said aloud, " I am so tired ! After all, I 
would rather drive home by myself. You will let me 
be very changeable, won't you, Jasper ? Look, there is 
a hansom. Will you put me into it? I believe I 
am too weary to walk ! " 

" Is that so ? " said Jasper. Then as she nodded, 
smiling frankly, he noticed how white and thin she 
had grown, and that she did really look thoroughly 
worn out and depressed. He signalled to the driver 
of the hansom. 

" I am staying at the Norfolk Street Hotel for two 
or three nights. I came up to see about taking out a 
patent for a trap I have invented. When that bit of 
business is concluded I shall go back to Applehurst," 
he said somewhat defiantly. 

" I hope that your patent trap will be a success," 
said Esther. " You are certainly very clever ! " 

He helped her into the hansom. "And you are 



298 THE ALIEN 

certainly very good, Esther," said he. " Much too 
good to be walking by the side of the likes o' me, 
even for five minutes." 

But he was relieved when she drove off, as she very 
well knew that he would be. Somehow he could not 
have borne Esther's companionship just then. She 
woke his conscience, or at least disturbed its slumbers, 
uncomfortably, and too late. 




CHAPTER XXI 

THE Major went back to his house in Orchard 
Street and waited on events. He did not 
intend to wait too long. If Jasper chose to take no 
notice of his warning, he meant to act, and to act soon. 
Yet there is no doubt that the zest he had once felt in 
the pursuit of justice was turned to weariness. Blood 
was very much thicker than water where the Major 
was concerned. From the moment in which he had 
learnt whose son the claimant was, he had been unable 
to subdue an inclination to save Jasper's wrong-doings 
from exposure. From the time when he had spoken 
with Maravilla he had been further possessed by a 
growing, scarcely defined desire to save Jasper himself. 
His sense of kinship was strong, but he had no near 
relatives. The Iredales were dying out. The con- 
templation of that last fact depressed him as he sat 
in his large stiff sitting-room. He was not fond of 
children, yet he would certainly have liked to have 
had a son to carry on the name. He had married 
very young ; his wife had died in child-birth, and the 
baby had lived but one short hour. Since poor Annie's 
death, Esther had been the only woman for whom he 
had felt any tenderness. If Esther had but had the 
sense to marry him ten years ago, he reflected, she 
would not only have done a wise thing for herself and 
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for him, but the race might have been perpetuated ! 
and it was a race worth keeping alive. 

Two or three portraits hung on the walls of his 
room. The Iredales were a black-browed, rather 
handsome family, with melancholy eyes and bad- 
tempered mouths. They did not enliven the scene. 
A square mahogany writing-table stood by the window. 
The Major sat by it, in a characteristically hard, plain 
chair, and opened a pile of letters which had awaited 
his return to England. His room was solidly furnished, 
and it was upholstered in maroon leather. With the 
exception of the portraits, which were inherited, not 
chosen, it had not a single beautiful or interesting thing 
in it, but it was always carefully swept and garnished, 
for the Major was well served. He had a way of 
returning to his London quarters suddenly, but with 
the full expectation of finding everything ready for 
him. He had his clearly expressed fads, and he treated 
any disregard of them on his servants' part as tanta- 
mount to their having given warning. Yet he was 
seldom left servantless. Though not a popular master, 
he was an absolutely just and a very dependable one. 
It never occurred to him to greet any member of his 
household on his return, and he was apt to snub any 
expression of interest ; yet he had in one or two in- 
stances proved himself practically kind. His habits 
were almost ascetically simple, the whole trend of the 
man's nature being the reverse of self-indulgent. He 
had the reputation for being close-fisted, but he was 
on various philanthropic committees, and his somewhat 
fidgety economies were perhaps prompted rather by 
the contempt of extravagance than by the love of 
money. He had worked for many years laboriously 
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and systematically, though without enthusiasm, for 
the good of his kind. 

He wrote for an hour or two, carefully replying to 
all the notes that required an answer. They were all 
on business, for he had no friendly correspondence. 
When his writing was finished he leaned back on his 
chair with his hands resting on his knees. Idleness 
was so foreign to his nature, that the fact that he 
was so indulging himself was noteworthy. Esther 
always declared that his ceaseless industry was one 
of his most trying peculiarities. He was apt to con- 
sider it blameworthy to be five minutes without visible 
employment, and what he considered blameworthy in 
himself, he reproved in other people, which was a pity, 
for his strenuous conscience had quite enough to do in 
its own domain. 

Yet for once his imagination was active, and a sad- 
ness that he could not put aside, coloured his medita- 
tions. Many strange ideas had been knocking for 
entry lately, and when one is past middle age, new 
ideas are apt to bring a certain amount of pain, rather 
than exhilaration, with them. We open the door so 
eagerly when we are young, we are so very ready to 
greet possible angels, but when we are old it creaks on 
its hinges, and perhaps we are a little shy of disturbances. 
The strange thoughts were all somehow connected with 
Jasper's Maravilla and with Esther Mordaunt. Esther 
had always been a rash woman, and she was always 
biassed by her strong and wilful affections ; Maravilla 
was a little fanatic, whose fantasies were repugnant to 
his common-sense ; and yet in both dwelt that uplift- 
ing and idealistic love that is perhaps the strongest 
power in the world. The Major had been a Christian 
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all his life, but it dimly dawned on him that Mara- 
villa and Esther stood nearer to the spirit of Christ 
than he. 

" But for all that they couldn't keep the fellow 
straight," thought he. " As for me, I haven't tried to ! 
Yes — I tried once. When I first set eyes on that chap 
I advised him to get out of the scrape while he still 
could. Well, there is no use in preaching. If I could 
do anything, I believe I would " — 

A knock at the door interrupted his meditations. 
Someone wished to speak to him. A foreigner, who 
would give no name. 

The Major was secretary to a society that befriended 
strangers in London. It was illustrative of the 
thoroughness which marked all that he did, that though 
he seldom, if ever, gave alms to these applicants, neither 
did he ever refuse to sift any case that came before 
him. 

" Show him up," he said. 

Then, vividly recalling the convent verandah, the 
yellow and purple flowers glowing in the sunlight, in 
glided the serpent of that garden, which always seemed 
so dreamlike and allegorical, so wrapped in a glamour, 
and saturated in an atmosphere of the more or less 
miraculous. 

The Major fairly started when he saw his visitor. 

"What is your business?" he said bluntly. His 
keen eyes noticing, while he spoke, that Mr. Vivario 
was several degrees shabbier than when they had last 
met. 

"You not remember me. Major? No?" said the 
newcomer, with a nervously ingratiating smile. 

" I remember you perfectly well," said the Major. 




THE ALIEN 303 

This man with the thick negro lips, and the narrow 
quick eyes, with the olive skin and the curly black hair, 
with the cringing manner that could yet be impudent, 
actually (though he would have scouted the idea of 
being so affected) set the Major's nerves on edge. 

" Ah, den you remember when you and I walk in de 
garden of de nuns. You remember what you say to 
me. *You jus' find out all 'bout everything for me, 
Mr. Vivario,' you say. (You very careful man, Major.) 
* Den I pay you what de evidence is worth to me.' 
Dat all right. You not pay before you see. You not 
de one to buy what you English call * de pig wid de 
poker,' heim ? " 

The Major frowned. He was not even amused by 
the pig. But he was a scrupulously just person, and he 
was anxious to call to mind exactly what he had said. 

" Since dat time, my pore wife 'ave died," Cesare 
proceeded glibly. " But before she die, she and I we 
talk long while. She say I ver' good, kind husband 
to her. She sorry she left ; she done better to stay 
wid me. She gif me all de letters Mr. Iredale wrote 
to her. Dey jus' cram full of all you want. He ver' 
silly some ways. He write like mad when he write 
to her. He clevare fellow, but he ver' great fool as 
well." 

" So you stole the letters that Mr. Iredale wrote to 
her ? " said the Major. 

He was disgusted and angry. Angry with himself 
as well as with this shameless rogue. He knew in his 
heart of heart that he could not, for the life of him, 
make use of Jasper's love-letters. It was impossible ! 
As impossible as it would be to listen behind a door or 
to peep through a keyhole. 
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Mr. Vivario let the aspersion pass, for he was in a 
hurry to get to business. He put his hand in his 
pocket and drew out something that was rolled up in a 
silk handkerchief. He unrolled it carefully, and dis- 
played before the Major's sternly disapproving gaze 
that same safTron-coloured case which Maravilla had 
offered to entrust to cleaner hands ! This time Cesare 
produced no copies, but the original letters. He did 
not fear lest Major Iredale should snatch them suddenly. 
He had not kept a bar " For all Nations " for nothing ! 
He was untrustworthy himself to the last degree, but he 
knew perfectly well whom to trust and whom to fight 
shy of. 

" I will not buy from you," said the Major shortly. 

" You — no — buy ! " said Cesare. He was sick with 
hunger, and at those words despair took hold of him. 

"You no understand Major," he said desperately. 
" You tink I no play fair ? You tink dese no true 
letters ? Pshaw ! I show you evairy one. You look 
well. Dey no cheats. Dey Jasper Iredale's ver' own 
writing. Dey almost rags, but dat 'cause she keep read, 
read, read ! I know how she read de letters he write ! " 

He took them out of the case. Poor worn sheets, 
tear-stained and much handled. The Major turned his 
head away. He loathed this business. 

" I read jus* all what he write ! " Cesare went on 
anxiously. " You see I not able to invent what he say. 
An Englishman he write quite different to what I write 
to a woman. He begin — 

" *My Maravilla, — I call you by that name because*" — 

" Have done ! Shut up 1 " said the Major. " I don't 
wish to hear them. If you read another word TU — I'll 
kick you out." • 
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" You tink dey no good ? You make great mistake," 
said Cesare. 

The room was spinning round with him. He was 
afraid that he was not choosing his words well ; his 
English was beginning to desert him. If the Major 
refused to buy, what should he do ? He was madly 
'anxious to get away from England now, to get out of 
the reach of Jasper Iredale's arm. He had no con- 
fidence whatever in the protection of law ; he believed 
that Jasper would kill him. He was also pressingly 
anxious to eat. 

" I tell you quite true," he cried piteously. " If I 
take dem to Mr. Iredale, he know dey are worth much, 
much moneys." 

" Take them, then," said the Major. " You may tell 
him from me, that I am handicapped — being an honest 
man — but that he had better buy and burn them." 

" I tell him dat ? " began Cesare. He laughed with 
a weak uncertain laugh that was nearly a sob. " I tell 
him ? No tank you. He kill me." Then his voice broke. 
" I tell you Fm starvingl* he said in Portuguese. 

The Major gave one sharp look at the man, then 
turned his back on him. He walked to his desk, 
meaning to write an order that should serve to provide 
Mr. Vivario with bread and coffee. He was not easily 
deceived, and he felt pretty sure that that last statement 
was true. But Cesare imagined that the Englishman 
had refused to listen to that final despairing plea. A 
hot sick rage possessed the mulatto. He hated the 
Major far more than he hated Jasper, who had bought 
his wife, and threatened to kill him. Jasper was, at 
least, human, though Cesare went in fear of his life 
because of him ; but the Major was impenetrable, coldly 
20 
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contemptuous, a creature one could not move, who 
seemed callous, even to his own advantage. 

The Major's desk was covered with papers ; among 
them lay a ten-pound note which he had been about to 
enclose in an envelope when Cesare was announced. 
A savage look came into the narrow eyes of the 
foreigner. Hunger spurred him to a sudden insane 
determination. There was a spring, quick and noise- 
less, like that of some wild animal, then a muffled cry. 
The Major felt a sharp pain right through his back, a 
bitter salt taste in his mouth — then advancing, overwhelm- 
ing blackness. He reeled and fell forward on his face. 

The mulatto pulled out his knife, glanced swiftly 
round the room, buried it in the pot of an indiarubber 
plant which stood in the corner, and smoothed the 
earth over it. Then he wiped his hands on the Major's 
coat ; grabbed at the ten-pound note, and tucked it care- 
fully away ; ran swiftly downstairs, and out of the house. 

" He would not buy, but he has paid," said he. 

Esther dined with her sister Rose that same evening. 
She was driving to Grosvenor Square while Cesare 
Vivario was hurrying down Orchard Street with the 
Major's note in his pocket and the Major's blood 
on his hands. It was just as well, she reflected, that 
Jasper had not walked home with her, for, as it was, 
she had barely had time to change her dress and reach 
her brother-in-law's house in good time for dinner. 
Esther was sometimes an unpunctual person, because 
the interest she took in the present moment made her 
forget the moments to come. She had les cUfauts de ses 
qualit^Sy a fact which the Major had more than once 
pointed out to her. 

Rose's dinners were rather dull and formal afTairs, 
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but Esther had had so little gaiety in her life, that 
almost any form of entertainment amused her. Rose 
glanced across the table at her once or twice with sur- 
prised appreciation. Esther was still "distinguished look- 
ing," she thought, though, when a girl, she had not been 
nearly so beautiful as her sisters. Esther's black-lashed 
grey eyes lit up and shone with fun, and she was evi- 
dently entertaining her neighbour. She took a fresh and 
original view of most things, and her views were not so 
narrow as are those of most women who have lived 
almost exclusively with their own sex — perhaps because 
Mrs. Mordaunt had in some respects been more like a 
man than like a woman. 

" After all, I shouldn't wonder if Esther were to marry 
yet," Rose reflected. " I have always thought Curtis 
Iredale half-inclined to admire her, though Cousin Becky 
jeered at and snubbed him so unmercifully. I will ask 
him to meet her next week." 

She put her plump arm into Esther's as they stood 
together after dinner. 

" Have you seen anything of Curtis Iredale lately ? " 
she asked. 

A shadow crossed Esther's face. " Why, is it not odd 
that I've been unable to chase away the thought of 
him ? " said she. " I'm possessed by a most absurd 
presentiment that something has happened to him ! 
That he has been drowned, or run over, or shot, or that 
something of that kind has befallen ! Battle, murder, 
and sudden death come into my mind to-night in con- 
nection with Curtis ! Yet he is quite the last person 
to meet with an accident, for he is always so * on the 
spot' He would laugh at my ridiculous fancies ! I do 
not know why he should haunt me ! " 
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Rose laughed comfortably. " Well, you don't seem 
depressed by his misfortunes, whatever they may be." 

" But I should be depressed if anything were really 
the matter," said Esther frankly. " I like Curtis. He 
is the kind of man one has a great respect for — though 
he irritates me." 

" I do not see why you are irritated," said Rose. 
" Of course, poor dear Cousin Becky always made a 
point of contradicting him ; but then she disliked his 
being her heir. I am sure that he was always sensible, 
and always in the right." 

" Just so !" said Esther. " If he had occasionally been 
in the wrong one could have put up with him better ! " 

Rose on the subject of " poor dear Cousin Becky " 
always made Esther angry, but she repented of her 
sharp words the moment that they had crossed her 
lips. The Major's steady and loyal friendship rose up 
and rebuked her. 

A man was shouting " Special Edition. Speci-al ! " 
down the square. One of the guests turned to Esther 
with a smile. 

" Once upon a time — long ago now," said she, " my 
mother and I used to fly to the window when we heard 
that ominous sound. The Egyptian war was going on 
then, and my brother was fighting." 

" Ah," said Esther softly, " and he came back to you 
safely, I know. If he had not, you would not have 
told me that with a smile. Well, you were lucky ! " 

" Oh, dear, yes, he came back without a scratch — 
but he suffers terribly from gout nowadays," said the 
lady. " Thank goodness there is no war going on 
now. How you keep listening ! Probably it is only 
another murder in the East End." 
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" Only ! " said Esther. 

"Well, the newspaper boys trump up murders to 
sell their papers. There is no use in being harrowed 
by them. Why, you look quite shocked ! You must 
be very new to London ! " 

" I believe it does sometimes shock me," said Esther. 
" But do listen ! What does he say ? " * Startling 
Stabbing Affair in a Fashionable Locality.' Rose, do 
you hear ? Shall we send out for a paper ? " 

" No, my dear," said Rose. " That we certainly 
won't! I am sure we do not wish to read about 
horrors, even if they are true, and probably the man 
is shouting lies." 

" Anyhow, such dreadful things can't possibly have 
anything to do with us," said Esther's niece. 

Esther felt an odd little motherly softening towards 
the girl, as the young, fresh voice delivered that cheer- 
ful statement She, too, had felt once that "very 
dreadful things " could not possibly happen to her. 

" No, it is not the least likely that anyone we know 
is hurt," she agreed. " But as for * dreadful things ' 
having nothing to do with us, why, anything that 
happens anywhere " — then she broke off her sentence, 
and laughed at herself. 

Certainly this was neither the time nor place in 
which to say what was in her mind. Besides, the 
little niece's eyes were fixed on the door, and the little 
niece's ears were listening to a hum of approaching 
voices on the stairs. 

For whose voice does she listen ? Ah, now I see. 
" Dear me ! what a very dull young man ! How can 
Minnie find him exciting enough to blush for, and 
what a lovely colour the child has ! " thought Esther, 
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and so put aside her presentiments and partially forgot 
them. 

As she drove home that night, the East End and 
the West, her meeting with Jasper Iredale in that 
funny rough suit and in his worst mood, the little 
niece's partiality for the youth with a low forehead and 
a weak chin, were all jumbled together in Esther's 
mind. The many-coloured pageant of life was deeply 
interesting to her, and probably would be till the day 
of her death. But she thought no more of the Major 
till the next morning, when somehow the sight of the 
newspaper recalled her fears. She opened it, and her 
eyes fell on the paragraph headed, " Startling Stabbing 
Affair." 

"An extraordinary incident occurred in Orchard 
Street yesterday evening. Major Iredale, a gentle- 
man well known in philanthropic circles, was found 
by his soldier servant (who served under him in the 
Afghan campaign) lying face downwards on the floor 
of his sitting-room, quite unconscious,. and having lost 
much blood from a severe knife wound in the lower 
part of the spine." 

Esther pushed away her untasted breakfast and 
called Polly. 

" I am going at once to Orchard Street," she said ; 
" Major Iredale has been terribly hurt ! Look here ! " 

Polly read the paragraph with genuine dismay and grief 

" Oh, Miss, and he was here only last Tuesday, 
drinking his tea and sitting in that chair as comfortable 
as could be ! " she cried, and tears stood in her eyes. 
" He was such a strong gentleman. It don't seem as 
if it could be true ! And he was such a kind gentle- 
man," she added. 
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Perhaps not many people had realised that at 
bottom, under his too dictatorial manner, the Major 
was "such a kind gentleman." 

" So he is, so he is ! " said Esther ; " but he hasn't 
been kindly treated ! Call a hansom, Polly. I will 
go directly to ask how he is. It is all I can do 1 " 

She was remorseful, as well as shocked and sad. 
Her sharp little speech to Rose pricked her. 

" He'd tell you, you should drink your coffee. Miss 
Esther, before you go out in the east wind," said 
practical Polly. " He was such a sensible-spoken 
gentleman, and always such a one for taking care of you." 

Esther gulped down her coffee with a shaky and 
forced laugh. 

" Don't keep saying * he wasi Polly," she cried. 
" Probably he is better now. They make the worst of 
things to — ^to sell the papers, you know." 

The hall door of No. 1 1 8 Orchard Street opened as 
Esther's hansom drew up. She was surprised to find 
that she was expected. The Major's soldier servant 
came forward to meet her. 

" He's kept saying all night that he must speak to 
you, Miss," he said. " And that you'd be sure to 
come when you heard the news. If you hadn't come 
by half-past ten I was going to send for you. He 
don't feel nothing now from his waist down. But he 
can talk quite clear. He don't like having a woman 
nurse about him. He don't think it right. It puts him 
out terrible. So we've just sent her off. I does for him 
much better than she, anyhow, for I knows his ways." 

" Then he can't be so very ill," said Esther hope- 
fully. " People are not so set on having their own 
way if they are very ill." 
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Yet when she saw him her heart sank. The Major 
was lying in bed, with the bedclothes very neatly and 
carefully disposed. He lay very straight and still, and 
his face was quite bloodless. His eyes were bright 
and eager, but they looked sunk, and his mouth was 
pinched. He turned his head slightly when she entered. 

" Good-morning," he said. " It is good of you to 
come. Fm sorry I haven't been able to shave." 

Esther sat down on the chair by his bedside and 
tried to smile. 

" Why, Curtis, what an extraordinary misfortune to 
happen to you ! I am much sorrier than I can say ! " 

" Yes," said he. " I knew you'd be very sorry. You 
always are sorry for people who get worsted. But I've 
been thinking about it all night. Perhaps I shan't be 
worsted — in the end." 

" Of course you won't. You will get better," said 
Esther. She tried to believe her own words as she spoke. 

" No. I am dying," he answered. " We talked 
about death, do you remember? But there is not 
time to talk about it now. It was for something else 
that I sent for you. But no — I did not have to send, 
did I ? You came of your own accord. I hope that 
was it, Esther ? I told Harvey you would come." 

" Yes, I came as soon as I had read the news," said 
Esther. 

Her voice choked. She was thankful she had 
followed her impulse at once. The Major had many 
a time told her she was too impetuous, but perhaps it 
was as well that no chidings of his could change her 
character. He would have been more disappointed 
than she knew, had she not come. 

" That's right," said he. " Will you put your hand 
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under my pillow, please, and pull out a packet you will 
find there ? " 

Esther did as she was bid. She was a little sur- 
prised when she discovered a saffron silk case full of 
letters. Had the Major always treasured these, she 
wondered? Were they the letters of the girl-wife 
who had died so many, many years ago ? " 

" What do you wish me to do with them ? " she asked. 

" They are not mine," said the Major. " They are 
his, you know. That woman who reminded me of 
you, wanted to give them to me to take back to him, 
but I wouldn't. Then that rascal came here and 
offered to sell them to me, but I can't do that kind of 
thing. I can't buy a man's love-letters. I've been 
thinking all night (oh, I said that before), so I waited 
for you, Esther. There is no one else I would trust 
them to. He forgot them, I suppose. There they 
were, lying on the floor. I made Harvey pick them 
up and put them under my pillow. I'm evidently 
meant to have them, eh? It's strange. The whole 
of life's strange when one is near the end." 

"Who stabbed you?" whispered Esther. She 
leaned close to him. Her voice sounded strained 
and unlike itself. " Curtis, it was not Jasper who 
has done this?" 

The Major's white lips smiled, the old grim, stiff smile. 

"Why, you've turned the colour of this sheet, 
Esther ! No, it was not Jasper. He is not so bad as 
all that. He would not stab a man in the back, I 
believe. We'll give him credit for not caring to do 
that. We'll give him as much credit as we can, it's 
the best chance. Take these to him, please. Say I 
sent them to him, and that if he has a shred of honour 
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left he'll do as I bid him now, and come here to me 
while I am still alive, and write what I would have him 
write. If he hasn't, he will just make his escape with- 
out a confession, or brazen it out and be damned. I 
began to think about him in the forest; and then I 
went on with it all night. He is our kin, anyhow, and 
one should try " — His voice sank. 

Esther could not answer for a mipute. She was 
dumb before this momentary glimpse of the Major's 
innermost self. Then she spoke with difficulty. 

" I will take the letters to him now ; and I will give 
your message word for word. I believe he will come. 
I — I can't say what I feel about it." 

The Major opened his eyes, which had closed 
wearily. He saw tears in hers. 

" Are you pleased with me after all — for once, 
Esther ? he said. " You usually take my Cousin 
Rebecca's part, you know. But that fellow is not 
Gatton ; I was right there." 

" You were quite right," said Esther. 

" Yes," said he. " I've that satisfaction " ; but his 
eyes looked wistful. " You are sorry, Esther, I see. I 
don't know that I want you to be sorry for me ! " 

" Oh no," said Esther. " I'm sorry for the rest of us, 
for myself. You mustn't die, Curtis ! It is such an 
impossible idea." 

" I shall not go before I'm called," said he. " Say 
good-bye to me before you go." 

She was standing with the letters in her hand. She 
stooped suddenly and kissed him. " But it is not 
good-bye," she said. 

"Thanks," said the Major. His lips twitched. 
" For once you have done what / wanted, Esther." 
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CHAPTER XXII 

V The best of what we do and are, 
Just God forgive." 

THE Major's words echoed in Esther's brain as 
she went out again. " For once you are doing 
as I want." And again, " Perhaps I am not worsted 
really." No, assuredly he was not. He compelled 
from that bed, which she shrank from thinking was his 
deathbed, as he never had before. When he was well 
and strong, his surface peculiarities, his petty economies, 
his want of tact, his laying down of a somewhat de- 
tailed and rigid law, were evident, and often exasper- 
ating enough; his failings were of the kind that go 
before to judgment. But now, now, who could so 
much as remember them? The strong, brave soul 
had been laid bare for once. It showed itself as it 
was. 

" He is much too good to pity," Esther repeated to 
herself There was a lump in her throat as she 
thought of him, but yet even then it was not of him 
that she thought most. 

" When she got to the hotel in Norfolk Street she 
asked if Mr. Iredale were in. That was a slip of the 
tongue which she could have bitten out for its 
stupidity, when the porter replied that there was no 
Mr. Iredale in the house. 
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" I meant to say Mr. Mordaunt," said Esther, and at 
that moment Jasper came to the door, and looked at 
her, smiling over the porter's shoulder. 

" You are in excellent time. Cousin Esther," said he, 
though in truth he was considerably surprised. " I've 
just ordered breakfast You had better come into the 
coffee-room and have some." 

He instinctively behaved as if her appearance there 
were the most natural and likely thing in the world. 
Even at that moment Esther felt grateful for the ready 
and comfortable tact that could take possession of a 
situation at a moment's notice. He led her straight 
into the coffee-room, and made her sit down opposite to 
him at a little round table, while he poured out coffee. 

" But I don't want it," Esther murmured. 

" Never mind," said he. " Pretend to eat and drink. 
That's all right No place is more private than a 
public room. No one will pay any attention to us if 
you sip your coffee now and then. Besides, you are 
shivering, and it will pull you together. Well, what 
has happened? I don't really suppose that you've 
merely come to pay me a polite, cousinly call, you know." 

"Jasper, do you know that the Major has been 
stabbed?" said she. 

He nodded coolly. 

" Oh yes ; I saw that in last night's paper. It's 
startling, isn't it ? It's not the sort of thing that one 
would ever expect to happen to such a highly respectable 
member of society. I am — you wouldn't think it, 
perhaps, and of course he wouldn't believe it — but I 
am rather sorry that he has been hurt. I should like 
to go to Orchard Street to ask how he is, but he would 
imagine that it was a gratuitous piece of d — d cheek 
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on my part, so I can't. Have you had any news of 
him this morning ? " 

" He has been hurt mortally," said Esther. " He 
sent you a message. I have just come from him. He 
asked me to take this packet to you." 

She handed the little case of letters across the table. 
Jasper's expression changed as he recognised it. 

" The scoundrel ! " he said. " So he sold them to the 
Major." He looked through them quickly, and there 
was a hard sound in his voice as he added, " and my 
good cousin has kept back the most important one." 

Esther's eyes flashed indignantly. " Do you dare 
say that ? " she said. " Are you, after all, too bad to 
know honour when you meet it ? I never thought so 
till now." 

The stern and bitter disappointment in her tone 
startled him. So perhaps did the look in her face. 
It was Esther's Scotch grandfather who reproached 
him through Esther's grey eyes just then. 

" Hush ! You've no right " — he said, and then his 
glance fell. " So, after all, he didn't keep one back ? 
Well, I beg his pardon — and yours." He laughed a 
miserable, harsh, little laugh that hurt her. " And 
shall I apologise to Cesare too, while I am about it ? 
So he didn't keep one back either, and I swore I'd kill 
him for it. (Drink your coffee, Esther, and don't look 
as if we were discussing tragedies.) But, at anyrate, 
Cesare must have sold them." 

" I think not," said Esther. " I hardly understood 
when the Major was telling me the story an hour ago ; 
but I know that he said, * I can't do that kind of 
thing. There they were lying on the floor. I made 
Harvey give them to me.' " 
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" Then Cesare tried to sell them, and failed again," 
said Jasper. " He's not a lucky rascal ! And then — 
Good Lord ! — it must have been that scum of the earth 
who stabbed the Major ! " 

" Yes," said Esther. She was still white and stern. 
She hardly understood why the strong tide of her feel- 
ing brought the next words to her lips. " Yes, it was 
that * scum of the earth * who stabbed him ; but for a 
moment I feared lest you had done it." 

He pushed back his chair sharply. ** I am not so 
bad as that. Confound it, Esther ! You couldn't 
have thought that of me." 

It was as if, seeing the reflection of himself in her 
clear eyes, he had unexpectedly seen a monster. He 
shuddered with real horror. 

" I am not like that," he repeated. 

Esther's face softened. " No, you're not. He said 
so too. He said you would never stab a man in the 
back. But how was I to be sure, when you have come 
so horribly near being everything that is bad ? " 

She put her hands before her eyes. The vision of 
what this man might fall to, since he had already 
fallen so far, had met her more than once — had haunted 
her night-watches, had invaded her very prayers, had 
been to her like some evil and horrible spectre. " And 
you might be so very good," she said. 

They were both silent for a minute. Then, " Well, 
I believe I supposed that in a sort of way you were 
my friend," he said bitterly. " But you have given me 
harder measure than did my enemy." 

Esther did not defend herself Somehow it did not 
seem worth while to do that. 

" I will give you the Major's message," she said. 
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" He said, * Tell him that I sent the letters, and that if 
he has a shred of honour left, hell do as I bid him 
now, and will come to me while I am still alive, and 
write what I would have him write. If he hasn't, he 
will just make his escape, or brazen it out and be 
damned.' That is all I came to tell you." 

Jasper got up, walked across the room, and put the 
letters in the fire. He would not glance at them again, 
and he could not have kept them, because the bitter- 
ness of Maravilla's desertion stung him almost to 
madness if he dwelt on it. Even Esther scarcely 
realised that, for Esther could understand a woman's 
conscience better than a man's passion. He had made 
up his mind as he crossed the room, and she saw 
decision in his face. 

" Will you have some more coffee ? No ? then we 
may as well be going," he said. " I'll see you into 
your hansom, Esther." 

She did not dare ask him what he was going to do. 
She had done her uttermost, and she knew that she 
had strained what friendship he had for her to its limit. 
Strangely enough, Esther, who was the most tender of 
women, had in this last resort played her part sternly, 
while the Major, who was a stern man, had acted with 
a generosity that was quixotic. Again that flash-light, 
which only shines now and then, had been turned on 
the depths of both their hearts, and had made secret- 
places manifest. 

Jasper called the hansom, and she got in. 

" Good-bye, Jasper," said she. But he would not 
take the hand she held out. 

" No. You think I might be a Cesare. You shall 
not touch a possible Cesare," he said. " You were 
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wrong, though ! I am going to see the Major at 
once. Of course there is nothing else to be done. The 
game is his now." 

" Thank God ! " said Esther. 

But when she got home her heart ached in spite of 
her gratitude. She thanked God, indeed. Yet one 
pays for most things that are worth giving thanks for. 
That day Esther felt as if she had paid a pretty 
heavy price. 

The Major had paid too; for Cesare's knife had 
done very effectual work. He was a bad patient, but 
as he had clearly ascertained that the end was certain, 
it appeared to him that he might as well do what he 
chose with the hours that remained. The lower part 
of his body was paralysed, but his brain was still un- 
clouded, except for a weariness, which made him now 
and then rest from thinking, just as when in good 
health he might have stopped reading if his eyes had 
begun to ache. It was possible that he might quicken 
Death's steps slightly by this last exertion of will and 
mind ; but there was no harm in that. He did not 
trouble himself with speculations as to what was 
coming — not even now, when he lay close to that veil 
which should soon part to let him through. His 
nature was unspeculative, and moreover, he had still one 
thing to do, and his whole remaining energy was bent 
— a little feverishly — on accomplishing it. 

He was propped up on pillows when Jasper came 
into the room. The outline of his square shoulders 
showed gaunt and thin through his nightshirt. His 
features were already curiously sharpened by pallor. 
" So youVe come," he said. " Get a chair and sit 
quite close to me, for I can't talk loud." 
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Jasper did as he was told. He was never awkward, 
and seldom apparently abashed ; but at that moment 
he would have given a good deal to have fairly escaped, 
that interview. He would have shirked it, but for the 
fact that shirking was not numbered amongst his 
vices. The sight of physical suffering always moved 
him, although he was not, as he had once said, 
squeamish about death. 

" This is uncommonly bad luck," he said in an oddly 
subdued and gentle voice. "If events were ordered 
justly, that fellow's stiletto should have been between 
my shoulder-blades, or mine between his. You had 
really nothing whatever to do with it." 

"YouVe enough on your hands without murder," 
said the Major. " Do you suppose that you will still 
be able to play at being Gatton Mordaunt after that 
fellow is caught?" 

" I believe that I could," said Jasper. " But Fm 
here to throw up my cards, so there is no use in re- 
marking that I believe I yet might have produced 
some trumps if" — 

" If you were quite consistently rogue enough, eh ? " 
whispered the Major. 

Jasper looked up suddenly. " I burnt the letters," 
he said. " Thank you. I don't suppose anyone else 
would have sent them back to me. They might of 
course have been useful to you. Having burnt them, 
and so accepted your generosity, there is an end to my 
claims on my mother's land." 

The Major accepted the tacit confession without 
comment. Neither man cared to waste words. 

" I don't suppose there is much use in my saying 
that I wish this hadn't happened," Jasper said. 

" You'd have drawn the line at that yourself, eh ? " 

21 
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the Major whispered back. His steady eyes, in which 
his ebbing life seemed centred, rested on his late 
opponent with an expression that had neither enmity 
nor friendship in it. 

Jasper dropped his head on his hands. " There are 
some things left that are too bad for me to do," he 
said. " I do draw a line somewhere — though you 
mightn't think it!" 

For once he knew himself to be at a disadvantage. 
His was the kind of cleverness that rises to an emer- 
gency, and the kind of temper that is easily stimulated 
to a ready-witted defiance. A spice of danger usually 
exhilarated him, a rash enterprise tempted him. His 
faculties were, as a rule, never more at his command 
than when he was apparently cornered. Yet he felt 
defenceless now. He was disarmed before this man 
who was dying. 

" I told you to give up this mad pretence before 
(I always knew you were not Gatton), but you wouldn't 
listen. She never listened to reason either. I didn't 
guess then that you were really her son. Yet you are like 
her. Esther always saw the likeness. I ought to have 
guessed. But one does not entertain such ideas about 
the women of one's own family, and so old a woman." 

A quick anger flashed across Jasper's face. He 
lifted his head. 

" I will hear no word against my dear old mother," 
he said. " You cannot possibly judge her. You are 
in a position to slang me if you like, uncontradicted. 
Stick to that." 

" But I do not wish to slang you. That was not 
why I sent for you," the Major whispered. " I am not 
your enemy. You are a near kinsman, after all." 
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Jasper's lip twitched, " Though Fve no business to 
be." He tried to smile, but not very successfully. " I 
shouldn't have had the cheek to claim kinship just now, 
sir," he said. 

"A fact remains a fact, whether you claim it or not, 
which is fortunate for plain men like myself," the Major 
said. The dry remark seemed wonderfully character- 
istic at that moment. " But if you had told me the 
truth, I think I should have done what I could for you. 
I think so — and one does not make mistakes about 
oneself, when one is dying." 

" You could not have done anything," said Jasper. 
" I wasn't in any need of alms, and I wouldn't have 
taken them from you if I had been. I've not forgotten 
that you thought I was hungry, or that someone belong- 
ing to me was starving, and that you bade me throw up 
the game ! I wasn't hungry 1 but I nearly threw it up 
at your bidding ! I'm sure I don't know why, except 
that it struck me as unexpectedly and surprisingly 
good of you to try to give a rogue a chance. After- 
wards you riled me, and then I was in for it, and in 
the humour to do mad things. They were a sort of 
relief, and" — He checked himself. He would not 
tell the Major how his mother had worked on him. 

"If you had told me, I should have left the place to 
you in my will," whispered the Major. " I am older 
than you are, and it is possible that you^may yet marry 
and have children. I have absolutely no other blood 
relation. The Iredales die out with me, as you know. 
Esther Mordaunt is my cousin by courtesy, not by 
blood. You would have had to wait — but you'd have 
got it, or, if I outlived you, your children would have 
got it. That can't be done now, because you've claimed 
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Applehurst as Gatton Mordaunt, whom you no more 
resemble than I do." He paused for breath then. 
" It's about this that I sent for you — wait — till I can 
go on," he said. 

Jasper stared at him, half-perplexed, half-over- 
whelmed. Then he laughed suddenly — a harsh self- 
mocking laugh. 

" Upon my soul — if IVe got one — this serves me 
perfectly right ! But I am glad you can't leave the 
place to me, Major ! I don't think that even my skin, 
which should be thick enough by this time, could stand 
such a heaping of hot coal ! " 

"You speak like a raw boy. And you a grown 
man ! " the Major whispered. He had sipped some 
water that Jasper had held to his lips, but his weak voice 
seemed to add intensity to the reproof. " What does 
it matter what you or I think we can stand? We 
have to do the best we can before we are relieved. We 
were not consulted as to where we should be on duty, nor 
how. Why should we be ? That's not our business." 

The whole radical difference between the two men 
was implied in that speech. Jasper's quick intelligence 
grasped that fact at once. 

" Ah, you take life as a soldier," he said. 

" And you as a rebel," said the Major. " But I am 
right." 

" If there is any General, perhaps you are. You'll 
soon know, anyhow," said Jasper. 

The Major's prompt reply moved his admiration. 
" Soon ? I know now." 

He rested for some minutes before he spoke again. 
Jasper hated listening to his laboured breathing; he 
had never known time move quite so slowly. 
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" So, since I can't leave the place to you," the Major 
said presently, as if he were continuing a sentence, 
and had forgotten the interlude, the clash of their 
opposing views, " Tve left it to Esther. I have 
advised her, in a letter that she will read when I am 
dead, to sell it. The responsibility of land would lie 
too heavily on her shoulders. She'll be better with- 
out it, but none the worse for a little more money. 
Now " — He made a movement as if he would have 
raised himself, but failed. Jasper, who had put his 
arm behind the Major's shoulders to lift him, was 
fairly transfixed by his bright stern gaze. " Now — 
are you rogue enough to give her any trouble, or are 
you not ? " 

" I'm not," said Jasper. 

" Then take a pen and paper — it's on my desk ; I 
made Harvey put it out ready for you — and write your 
confession. The property must be clearly mine to-day, 
that it may be clearly hers to-morrow. No, not to- 
morrow. The doctors give me a day or two yet. But 
let there be no mistake." 

Jasper arranged the pillows carefully, then turned 
his back on the Major, escaping for a moment from 
the insistent coercion of that strong spirit in its fast 
weakening flesh. He sat down at the Major's desk, 
took up the pen, and shrugged his shoulders. 

"You are too much for me — after all," he said. 
" You've won the game, for I can't rob Esther. That 
is over the line." 

" I thought as much," said the Major. " I knew 
there was a line somewhere. I told you so." 

A whimsical humour lightened Jasper's face. " But 
you play with loaded dice, and you make the very 
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most of *em," he said. " For if you weren't dying, I 
wouldn't give in so meekly." 

A smile touched the Major's lips. "The general- 
ship is undoubtedly excellent," he muttered. But that 
murmur was too low for even Jasper's quick ear to 
catch, neither was it meant for him. Only perhaps 
the General heard — the General whom this loyal soldier 
had never doubted. 

For five minutes there was no sound but the scratch- 
ing of Jasper's pen. Then he looked up. 

"One thing only I bargain for. We'll keep my 
mother's name clear. I confess that I wrongffully 
pretended to be Gatton Mainwaring Mordaunt, the son 
of Rebecca and Gatton Mordaunt, who to the best of 
my knowledge and belief was drowned in the year 
1 8 — ; that I fraudulently laid claim to the estate and 
lands of Applehurst, which were left by the late Jasper 
Iredale to his daughter, and to her eldest son sur- 
viving ; but I have not said that she was my mother, 
and I shall not own that she was in the plot. It must 
be my own unaided iniquity." 

He came close to catch the Major's answer, the 
paper on which he had written in his hand. 

" Of course. We have usually managed to take 
care of our women," said the Major. " I said — we are 
kinsmen." 

Jasper put the paper in his kinsman's hand. His 
black eyes were suddenly dimned. 

" You are a good sort, sir," he said. " But — ^how 
furious my poor old mother would be with you ! If 
you and she meet in the next world, I think that you 
had better not tell her about this." 

But possibly the Major thought the meeting unlikely. 
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" Ring the bell, please," he said. " Harvey and Mr. 
Holdsworthy will witness your signature. Then it will 
be done." 

" They are waiting, are they ? You were pretty 
sure you'd get your way ! Well, that's the way to get 
it," said Jasper. 

He set his face like a flint and stood very immovable 
while the old lawyer came rather nervously into the 
room, and putting on his spectacles, read that very 
remarkable document, with little grunts and gasps of 
amazement. 

The Major cut short any comment that might have 
been made. " Tm very tired," he said. " You'll do 
me a last kindness, Holdsworthy, if you'll witness that 
paper, and have done quickly with the business." 

Harvey signed his name under the lawyer's without 
reading. 

"You should never sign anything that you don't 
thoroughly understand," said Jasper. There was a 
harsh, mocking sound in his voice. 

" It's all right, sir," said Harvey, " if the Major 
says so." 

" Bring it to me," said the Major. " No one is to 
touch it again till I am dead." 

He and Jasper were alone again. Jasper put the 
paper in the Major's hand. 

" There ! " he said. "I am done for ! You have got 
your way. You and Esther, between you." 

" Put it under my pillow," said the Major. " You 
can be safe out of the country before I die, can't 
you ? " 

" Oh yes, I can easily be out of it. It doesn't much 
matter," said Jasper. 
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He had sufTered a sharper shame than might have 
been supposed. The way out seemed likely to be a 
near and quick way. It was strange that the Major, 
who had never been very apt at reading people's 
thoughts, read Jasper's at that moment 

" But not by too short a cut," he said. " Will you 
shake hands with me — after all. Cousin ? " 

" Oh, if you like," said Jasper, with his odd smile. 
" But you know if you thought you were going to live, 
you wouldn't do it." 

" I wouldn't with Gatton. But I always knew you 
were not Gatton. They speak well of you out there. 
And that girl in the forest is good — not what I 
expected to meet." His voice sounded sleepy. Then 
he roused himself again suddenly. " Why, man — I 
don't understand all this. You're not bad enough for 
your part. Turn round. Start fresh." 

" It's a bit late, and I've nothing to start for," said 
Jasper. " There's only one thing I want. I should 
rather like to see Cesare caught." 

As he spoke the sound of a harsh voice shouting in 
the street arrested his attention. He threw up his 
hand. " Listen ! that's it," he said. 

" Special Edition. Special. Arrest of the West- End 
Murderer, Cesare Vivario. Harrowing Details. Fierce 
Fight with the Police." 

Jasper listened with a fierce exultation in his eyes, 
which softened as he turned again to the figure on the 
bed. " Cesare Vivario is caught," he said. 

The Major's eyelids were closing. From the moment 
that he had gained his point, the tension had relaxed. 

" Cesare Vivario ? He had something to do with it. 
How was it ? " he murmured. 
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" He stabbed you in the back," said Jasper. " But if 
you die, he'll hang for it. Well, good-bye. Major, If it 
had not been for me, you wouldn't - have been stabbed, 
— but" — He hesitated a second; it was extremely 
difficult to Jasper to express penitence. " But I am 
sorry," he said. " And I've done what you wanted." 

He took the hand that lay on the counterpane very 
gently in his, but the Major's grasp tightened on it 
unexpectedly, and he opened his eyes again. 

" Oh, you are sorry, eh ? " he said. " Then don't 
you desert. None of us have ever been cowards. 
You're not that, I believe, anyhow." 

Again the voice outside came in at the window. The 
Major frowned as if with an effort of recollection. 

" That fellow and I — we are sent for — ^yes — ^sent for. 
God be merciful to — us." 

The last words were so low that Jasper, stooping, 
scarcely caught them. He went out with his head 
bowed. The Major's record was a very different one to 
Cesare Vivario's or, for the matter of that, to his own ; 
but at last, what else is there to say ? 

They were calling still in the street when he got out. 
But he did not buy the paper. He walked on, look- 
ing straight before him, with unseeing eyes. For the 
moment the hates and wrongs, the injustice and bitter- 
ness of the world, seemed to melt into nothingfness. 
At the end — at the very end — there is only one's soul, 
and God who made it. 

But the Major shut his eyes and dozed peacefully. 
He was in no pain. The creeping numbness that had 
laid hold of his legs, left his brain unclouded till very 
near the end, but he was tired and sleepy. He paid no 
attention to the doctor's visit He only roused himself 
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to say that he did not wish for any more leave-takings. 
" There was no more to be said or done." 

Esther came each morning to the door to inquire 
how he had got through the night, but he expressed no 
more desire to see her, though he liked to hear that she 
had called. He slept constantly, and troubled himself 
about nothing. His was no deathbed repentance, but 
rather a loyal belief, that had never been seriously 
shaken, in the righteousness of the Judge of all the 
world. He insisted on winding his watch for himself 
every night. But at last — it was the third night after 
Jasper's visit — his fingers were unable to do it, and 
Harvey wound it for him. 

" Give it to Miss Mordaunt when she comes 
to-morrow to ask after me," said the Major. " Tell her 
not to forget to wind it every night. Esther is apt 
to be rather careless over small matters," he added 
sleepily. " But I am sure " — Then he realised Harvey's 
presence, and left the rest of his sentence unfinished. 

In the morning he was gone ; his spirit had passed 
away while his body slept. Harvey, his red hair wildly 
rumpled, his eyes swollen, met Esther at the door the 
next morning. 

" He couldn't wind his watch last evening, Miss, and 
to-day he don't need a watch," he said. " 1 don't know 
what minute it was he died. It was between the hours 
of three and four; but he went so quiet, without a 
sound. He said you was to be sure not to forget to 
wind it every night." 

The characteristic injunction seemed to bring the 
Major very close to her. 

" I shall not ever forget," said Esther. 
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CHAPTER XXIII 

''We establish sovereign good not by taking and receiving, but by 
giving with both hands." — Rabelais. 

" A ND so, dear Grodfather, having told you every- 
jLJL thing," said Esther, " I would very much like 
you to tell me what you think I had better do next." 

She sat once more in the porch of Mr. Joel's cottage. 
It was summer-time, and the garden was full of the 
soothing sleepy sound of humming bees. Three years 
had passed since the Major had died, since Cesare 
Vivario had been sentenced to death, and since 
Jasper Iredale had disappeared, leaving no trace 
behind him. 

• Esther's eyes rested on Mr. Joel with a pleasure that 
was mixed with sadness. He was but four years older 
than when she had last seen him, but the four years had 
aged him perceptibly. For herself, she felt as if twice 
four years had elapsed since the day when she had 
walked across the park to consult her old Godfather on 
the advisability of staying with Mrs. Mordaunt or of 
leaving Applehurst. Yet she knew that to Mr. Joel she 
was just the same. He added no wrinkles to the image 
of her that he saw with his mind's eye. 

"You know that the Major advised me to sell 
Applehurst," said Esther, looking in the direction of her 
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old home. " He left a long kind letter for me, full of 
most practical and detailed advice. It must have been 
written just before that wretched man stabbed him. 
I do not think that he had any premonition of mis- 
fortune, but he was always such a very careful and 
provident person. He began his letter by saying that 
he had been making his will, and that he had left me 
the property, which was undoubtedly his, in spite of the 
absurd claims of his Cousin Jasper. I was so struck 
by the fact of his writing * my Cousin Jasper,* instead 
of * that impostor ' or * that rogue.' It was very good 
of him. I never half-appreciated his real goodness. 
Well ! I always took his advice about anything that 
had to do with money, and so I did as he counselled 
Yet I feel as if I had been disloyal to the old place, in 
letting it go to strangers." 

"But that is finally done. You do not want an 
opinion about that, Esther ? " 

" Oh no ! That was * mere sentiment,' as Cousin 
Becky would have said. I am so glad to talk to you 
again. Godfather, that I talk nonsense." 

She seldom spoke of Mrs. Mordaunt to anyone 
nowadays. She could not talk of her to people who 
had not loved her, and there had been but very few 
who had ! Contact with the world had made Esther 
both more conversational and more reserved than she 
had hitherto been. She had more small change at 
hand and gave her gold less readily. But here in the 
cottage porch she met with her old self again. 

" I dreaded coming back. I should have shirked it 
but that I wanted to see you ; but now I am glad I 
have come," she said. 

" I am sure that I also am very glad," said the old 
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man gently. " I have longed to speak with you again, 
Esther, for your letters, delightful as they are to me, 
suffer from the fact that I cannot read them to myself, 
and that you are naturally constrained by the know- 
ledge that a third person must come to my assistance. 
Yet I cannot travel in trains, or face the bustle of a 
strange town. Too much noise perplexes me ; I feel 
like a lost child ! I am getting very old, you see. But 
I think about you often. What do you do in London ? 
Have you made many friends ? I hope that you have, 
for you would be unhappy without people to care for. 
I used to think that your life with Mrs. Mordaunt was 
too solitary for so young a woman. Do you see much 
of your sisters? You were cut off from your own 
family when you were a girl." 

" Yes," said Esther. " Rose and Lily never liked 
Cousin Becky, and I soon learnt to love her. That 
divided us, and it couldn't be helped. I often see 
them now, and I have gjrown fond of Rose's children, 
especially of one niece, who has had a rather unlucky 
experience, and who has been out of health and spirits 
lately. She is perhaps going with me to Spain this 
year. Oh yes, I have plenty of people to care for ; 
but " — She was silent so long, that anyone but Mr. 
Joel might have wearied of waiting for the end of the 
sentence, but he took life without hurry, which was 
perhaps one reason why he was told so much. " But 
though one can get on very tolerably with general 
interests, and though I believe it to be far safer to 
divide one's eggs, and to put them into as many 
baskets as possible, and though at my time of life I 
certainly ought to have learned some prudence, yet 
I am sorely tempted to do a thing which prudence and 
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common-sense forbid ! This is where I want your 
opinion, Godfather." 

Mr. Joel looked rather frightened. "Why, Esther 
are you thinking of marriage ? " said he. 

Her laugh reassured him. " You forget how old I 
am !" she said. " No ! I never in my life asked anyone's 
advice about that I knew my own mind there. Yet it is 
one of the responsibilities of marriage that attracts me." 

"Ah, you want to adopt a child," said Mr. Joel. 
An expression of sympathy came into his fine old 
face. The motherliness of unmarried women often 
struck him as slightly pathetic. " I know that you 
would be very good to any lucky child whom you 
undertook to mother," said he. 

Esther shook her head. " No ! " she said. " Not to 
any child ! — that is where you make a mistake. Fm 
not philanthropic ! I have never reached that pitch of 
impersonal universal benevolence which better women 
attain to ! I wish I had. I am not really fond of any 
child ! But " — she was glad that Mr. Joel could not 
see her face — "but a child who is like my Cousin 
Becky. A child Avith black eyes and a black temper. 
A child who hates some people, and loves some people, 
unreasonably much. I could be fond of her. And, 
perhaps, since she has no mother, and since the people 
she has been with have found her very naughty, and 
since she has been a rather unhappy littl6 soul, I might 
at least bring some sunshine and warmth to her. Do 
you not think that to give someone a happy childhood 
is worth something? It might make a difference to 
the rest of her life." 

" It might indeed," said the old man, but his face 
was troubled. "And where is this child, Esther?" 
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" In Spain," said Esther. " She was bom in a 
convent, in a very wild part of South America. It 
was a sort of little mission-station belonging to Spanish 
nuns. Her father took her away from the convent, 
and put her under the charge of a nurse, an old negfress, 
who was devoted to her, and who worshipped her. 
When she was four years old (she is nearly five now) 
he came to the conclusion that she was getting spoilt ; 
she is apparently a rather imperious and self-willed 
little lady, and he took a flying journey to Europe, and 
left her with a Spanish lady, with whose own daughter 
she was to be educated. He paid very handsomely 
for her upbringing, and considered the matter settled. 
But three months ago he was seized with a suspicion 
that she was unhappy. He is an erratic father, but I 
believe that he really cares greatly about her. He 
pounced down suddenly, and without any warning, on 
the Spanish family, and found the child neglected and 
miserable, and apparently looked upon as incorrigibly 
wicked. Then, being at his wits' end as to what to do 
next, he wrote to me. This is what he says " — 

She drew a letter from her pocket, and turning over 
the first sheets, read the last page aloud : " There is no 
reason why you should be troubled with my trouble- 
some little girl: but you are fortunately sometimes 
unreasonable. She is very like my mother, which 
would win your heart, and a little like myself, which 
you might perhaps manage to condone. Sometimes, 
but rarely, she has a look of her own mother, but she 
will never be a saint — of that I'm convinced. At 
present she's a little sinner. You could do wonders 
with her if you cared to try. I'm sure I don't know 
why you should try, but I think you will. You might 
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tell her that * she wasn't meant to be bad ' ! I have 
money enough to provide amply for her. She would, 
of course, be no burden on you pecuniarily * 

" And you are going to Spain ? " said Mr. Joel. 

" I was going abroad in any case." 

" I cannot but see that there are many objections to 
be urged," said he, shaking his head doubtfully. " To 
begin with, your sisters will be naturally surprised, and 
not pleased." 

"They have both married rich men," said Esther. 
" Even supposing that some of my own money went to 
this child, no injury would be done to them. Indeed, 
neither Rose nor Lily would think about that. So far 
as affection goes, I should not take from them, in order 
to give to this little Rebecca (did I tell you that she 
was christened Rebecca?), though perhaps I might pay 
to her some of the great debt which I owe to her 
gfrandmother." 

" The situation would be difficult How should you 
explain your connection with the child ? Let us look 
at the matter from a worldly point of view, my dear," 
said Mr. Joel, whose attempt at worldliness brought a 
smile to Esther's lips. 

" I should give no explanation," said she. " For 
that is entirely my own business." 

" Ah, you have not changed much ! " said he. 
" You are my rashest, as well as my dearest, godchild 
still. But, Esther, what you said before is true. It 
would not be prudent (I do not even feel sure that it 
would be wise, though wisdom and prudence are not 
always indivisible) for you to undertake the care of 
this child. The blood in her veins is very wild blood. 
The older I grow, the more plainly I see that one does 
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not gather figs from thistles. I see it even here, in 
this small village world." 

" But tHat is just the strongest argument on my 
side," cried Esther quickly. " If the child has wild 
blood in her veins, she needs a double share of love, 
and who else would care for her as I could care ? Of 
course I know that I am rather old to have the charge 
of her. I am not used to children. I should make 
dozens of mistakes. All those reasons may hold me 
back. Yet we should start with a tie between us, and 
what other ties has she? Even though / may do 
badly, who in the world is there who will certainly do 
better ? " 

" My dear, I was not thinking of what might be best 
for her, but rather (very naturally) of what is best for 
you," said Mr. Joel. 

He sighed. The remembrance of Jasper was painful 
to him. " I liked him ! We could none of us help 
liking him, for he had fine qualities. I was sorry for 
him too, even when I heard the truth. Yet, Esther, 
he behaved very badly — even criminally. There is a 
fatal flaw in the man, and the fact that he is so like- 
able makes him the more dangerous to other people's 
peace. The child resembles him, you say ? " He laid 
his old hand on Esther's as she sat beside him. " I 
should not care to see you break your heart over that 
alien's child." 

" Our hearts do not break very easily, dear Grod- 
father," said Esther. " We inherit endurance, you know." 

She sat there thinking, believing that she was 
making up her mind, that she was weighing pros 
and cons in an equal scale. 

" If I were to take that little girl, I should hope for 

22 



338 THE ALIEN 

great things from her," she said. "You see, I have 
always known that my dear Cousin Becky was 
mentally a bigger person than I am, and, with all 
her faults, I love her better than any other woman 
whom I have met. Had she had the chance that I 
might give to this Rebecca, what might she not have 
been ? Yes, I should hope for great things, but, before 
I decide, I wish to face the possible worst. It is quite 
true that if one lets oneself care much for anyone (and 
I should think it wicked presumption to venture to 
take charge of a child whom I did not feel I could 
care much for) one gives a hostage to fortune. One 
lays oneself open to a possibility of pain. I am rather 
a coward, Godfather ; it is just that that has made me 
hesitate. One does not hesitate when one is young, 
because one does not know what paying means. 
Perhaps that's as well ! The world would never go on 
if it were otherwise. But this thing, if I do it, I must 
do it with my eyes open, and therefore if it is not 
successful I must never (even to you) complain. That 
is why I must consider well. There are many ob- 
jections, of course. Oh, Godfather, Cousin Becky told 
me such miserable stories of her childhood and girl- 
hood ! Jasper told me such bitter things about his. 
The tragedy of their lives seemed to be always haunt- 
ing Applehurst. I knew that it was a melancholy 
house, and full of sad ghosts of past misdeeds, even 
before I knew what the ghosts were. But if wrong 
and misery can echo so long, surely goodness and 
happiness have power too?" 

"Surely, surely," said Mr. Joel. "But, Esther, I 
think that you have decided. It is your old God- 
father's blessing, not his advice, that you really want." 
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" Is it ? No, I have not yet decided," said Esther. 
" But give me your blessing, anyhow, before we go in. 
It has dbne me good to consult with you." 

" The blessing of the Giver of all good gifts be with 
you," said the old man solemnly. " That in giving, 
you may be blessed." 

" Thank you," said Esther. " Your blessing is like 
the sunshine and light, Godfather, which helps the sap 
to rise in all these summer flowers. How glad flowers 
look ! " 

" Sunshine and light ! Sunshine and light ! " re- 
peated the blind man dreamily. " I can feel them, 
you know, and I can hear the stir of life. Sometimes 
I fancy that I hear the plants growing. When no one 
is about I put my ear close to them to listen. But 
whether I hear or not, they grow." 

The listening expression in his face had become 
more intent of late. He had been forced, by increas- 
ing ill-health, to give up his regular duty, though his 
many godchildren came to him at all hours of any and 
every day. He still paid surreptitious nightly visits to 
the chapel on the hill, whenever he could summon 
strength to get so far. No one could break him of 
that habit. It seemed to Esther that he had grown 
more mystical ; that in truth he was always waiting for 
some whisper from the Invisible. She stayed three 
days with him in the little cottage in the dip of the 
downs. But they talked no more of Jasper or of her 
future plans, but only of village affairs, and of bees and 
flowers. She saw that even to hear about the outside 
world wearied and confused him now, and " After all, 
one must always decide for oneself in the end," thought 
she. Yet it had done her good to be there. 
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Esther had been slightly morbid about Applehurst. 
It was salutary to see it again, and to see it filled with 
a large happy family of commonplace boys and girls. 
They were, she owned to herself, cheerful and noisy 
enough to exorcise any number of gloomy ghosts. It 
was salutary to go about the village, and to revive those 
homely interests that had played a healthy part in her 
daily life. Mr. Carter told her that she " looked but 
peeky, yet no worse than was to be expected, con- 
sidering where she had been." She missed Wilcox's 
surly greeting, but was introduced to several new 
members of the community. At every turn she 
noticed Jasper's improvements. She noticed, too, 
how strong had been the impression he had made on 
a by-no-means-impressionable folk. He had under- 
stood them, had taken them the right way from the 
beginning. His remarks were quoted as, though 
Esther was not old enough to verify the resemblance, 
his grandfather's sayings had once been quoted. He 
had played at being the squire, he who had no birth- 
right ; yet it had not been all a comedy. Deep-rooted 
in his nature was a love of the soil he sprang from, 
that had been no pretence, but veritable instinct. 

To Esther's immense relief the strange story of the 
once disputed inheritance had been successfully hushed 
up. Jasper's confession was still in the hands of the 
trustees whom the Major had appointed ; it would 
never become public property. Yet it had been with 
a very sore heart that she had entered into the pos- 
session of her legacy. She had dreaded the probable 
questioning of the villagers. To tell the truth, though 
it is an unheroic truth, that fear alone had been almost 
sufficient to prevent her revisiting Applehurst for four 
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years. The first conversation she had on the subject 
of the claims of the quondam squire considerably sur- 
prised and startled her. She went to see Mrs. Green- 
back on the day following her consultation with Mr. 
Joel. Mrs. Greenback (less reticent than her neigh- 
bours) broached the subject that had been tabooed. 

" So the Major came in for the old missus's property 
after all, miss," said she. 

" It really was the Major's property from the moment 
Mrs. Mordaunt died," said Esther. " My aunt had not 
the power to leave Applehurst where she chose. It 
was entailed on Major Iredale, by the old squire's will. 
I cannot explain the whole business to you, but there 
is no doubt whatever that Major Iredale was entirely 
in the right." 

" He always said as the master wasn't never poor 
Mr. Gatton," said the washerwoman. " But lor' bless 
you ! we knew that much anyhow ; leastways some 
half-dozen or more of us old ones knew. Why, I 
remember Mr. Gatton well (a poor miserable crittur he 
was !), and I never was of the opinion that he could 
have growed into the squire ! No, no ; I laughed in 
my sleeve at that. But there ! blood's thicker than 
water, Miss Esther, and who should come after the 
missus but her own son ? That wasn't so difficult to 
see neither ! " 

Esther drew a long breath. " Do you mean to tell 
me that at least half a dozen old people believed that 
the squire was not Mr. Gatton — but that you all held 
your tongues ? " 

" Ay, to be sure ! " said she. " An' why not ? Poor 
old missus ! It weren't likely she'd want Major Iredale 
takin' the place of her own flesh and blood. When 
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once I got to understand that the law would have the 
better of our squire, if ever it was allowed as he wasn't 
Mr. Gatton, I kep' my tongue behind my teeth, so as 
he should ne'er be prevented coming to his own by 
any chance slip of mine. Oh, and he knew that well 
enough too, and trusted us old ones quite merry like. 
* Fm not afraid of your memories, Mrs. Greenback,' 
says he one day, and he laughs as careless as running 
water. Some folk half trusts, with an eye on you to 
see as the trust ain't misplaced, but the squire, he'd 
put his life in your lap (like Sisera did with Jael) and 
trouble no more about it ! I'm sorry he's gone ! You 
may say what you will. Miss." Esther had said noth- 
ing, being absolutely struck dumb with amazement. 
" You may say what you will, but the law is one thing 
and Natur* is another. You can't drive Natur' out 
for good. If you turn her out o' the front gate and 
the flower-garden, she'll come through the pig-sty and 
the back yard, and she'll come back muckier than she 
was when you druv her out. I've seen that times and 
again. There's a many things I've seen and thought of 
as I've stood at my tub washing the family's linen." 

She nodded towards the big house as she spoke. 
She was often unconsciously dramatic. Esther felt as 
if Mrs. Greenback had played the part of Greek chorus 
to the drama that had been enacted. 

" I hope that you have got the new family's washing, 
Mrs. Greenback," she said, with a hasty change of 
subject ! 

" And that I have, Miss. There's plenty of 'em all 
told up there. There's the master and missus, and 
seven boys and six girls, and six servants. It's a 
good haul, and more than I can do single-handed at 
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my years. A big family's good for the place, Tm not 
denying that. Since the squire's been cheated of it, 
it's better sold than empty." 

" He was not cheated," said Esther. 

" And so you say, Miss, and you should know best. 
I hope I knows my place better than to contradict the 
quality. Yet it can't be denied, anyhow, that it's a 
sad pity such a nice gentleman was druv and in- 
veigled out of his own." 

Esther lingered still at the washerwoman's door. 
The little strip of garden, fenced off from the park by 
a wooden fence, was full of sweetwilliams and pinks. 
She waited while Mrs. Greenback picked a bunch for 
her, and while she waited, she contended with an 
almost irresistible desire to take the familiar way 
across the fields. 

" The new family has gone for a picnic to Hurst 
Wood," said Mrs. Greenback, who kept a sharp and 
somewhat critical eye on the new family's doings. 
" One would think that there was trees enough in 
Applehurst park for 'em to stare at, but some folks 
always likes the taste of other people's pies better 
than their own. There'll be green stains on the young 
gentlemen's breeches, and Miss Agatha has dirtied 
two hoUand skirts already with the sticky stuff that 
comes out of them fir trees." 

"Why, that's all the better for you," said Esther, 
laughing. " I am going to trespass. Don't tell tales 
of me, Mrs. Greenback." And she turned into the 
park. 

Applehurst had put on all its summer bravery. 
Esther wandered from the path and greeted old 
friends again. Here was the place where one could 
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stand knee-deep in bracken. The fresh, pale green 
curling tips rose with their beautiful backward spring 
all round her. Here was the dip of ground where 
grew the tall plumy grass she loved. She turned 
aside to find the nook where " lords and ladies " 
forgathered, and she picked her fill of generous, 
ragged robins, of which one may "cut and come 
again. Here, too, was the sow-thistle which she had 
plucked for her tame rabbits, and there the strangely 
scented orchid, that curious flower that seems of 
character so unlike our other shy English hedgerow 
beauties. Esther paused to admire the purple spotted 
blossoms with their exotic brilliant splendour. Mrs. 
Greenback, she knew, made a mysterious drink called 
" Salep," from the orchid roots. Orchids reminded 
her of Mrs. Mordaunt and of Jasper. 

It was five o'clock, but it was still hot. Esther was 
just thinking that she would rest for a few minutes 
among the bracken, when she descried two other 
trespassers a few paces in advance. Polly Greenback 
was sitting among the fronds. Her hands were clasped 
round her knees ; she was sitting bolt upright in a very 
unyielding posture. Her hat was slightly tilted back, 
and she stared straight in front of her, not daring to 
blink, lest the tears which filled her honest brown eyes 
should fall, and be taken as signs of grace. Harvey 
was literally at Polly's feet. His red head shone in 
the midst of the cool greenery. Through the stillness 
of the summer evening his words reached Esther's ear. 

" She'll bid you come to me, Polly. It's for my 
wife I want you, and you were meant to be a wife ; 
she can't gainsay that. You are very fond of Miss 
Mordaunt — yes, I know ; but you'll be fonder of me, 
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that's but natural. You are already, only you don't 
know it yet." 

Esther turned her back on them and went softly 
away, making a detour to avoid hearing any more. 
Polly's reply was doubtless a vigorous dissent, but 
Polly had been listening all the same. Esther had 
wondered that the girl had volunteered to lodge in 
her stepmother's cottage, while her mistress stayed 
with Mr. Joel, but she had applauded the sensible 
resolution, being most unwilling to leave her maid 
alone in a London flat. 

" I've made it up with my stepmother. Miss," Polly 
had said, " and I should like to see my poor father 
again. Stepmother, she smacked me too hard and 
too often when I was a little one ; but she didn't mean 
so bad by me after all. One can't keep up ill-feeling 
for ever." To Esther's amusement she had added, 
after a thoughtful pause, " And poor father is too soft. 
Miss. To marry a too soft man makes the wife hard 
of tongue and temper, leastways among working folk 
like us. I wouldn't marry a man like poor father for 
the world." 

"Well, she certainly won't," thought Esther. " Harvey 
does not seem likely to be too soft. But, oh dear ! how 
I shall miss Polly." 

That episode, which she had so unwillingly spied 
upon, added to the sensation of loneliness that seemed 
borne in on her by the very beauty of the summer 
evening, which was so full of life and love. How odd 
it was to think that she should be a trespasser here, in 
her old home. Had the Major been less decided in 
his recommendation to her to sell, would she ever have 
had the heart to cut herself loose from the place? 
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Esther was gfrateful to him for that last bit of advice. 
It had been very wise. " He generally was right," 
Esther said to herself, but in spite of that once dam- 
aging fact, she thought of him tenderly now. She 
wished that she could meet him, as she had so often 
met him, on his way up to the house from the station. 
Somehow she believed that she should not be at all 
scared, were she to encounter the Major's ghost. He 
had been so true a man, so absolutely honest, that 
she fancied that she should recognise his spirit at 
once were it to revisit the earth. " Some people one 
would certainly not know without their bodies," she 
reflected. " Cousin Becky, much as I loved and 
love her, I can imagine, might be unrecognisable to 
me. There was a good deal in her that I felt that 
I never fathomed. Perhaps that was just why she 
was so fascinating. Jasper, too" — 

But here her meditations were cut short, for there, 
coming towards her under the trees, was the man to 
whom her thoughts had just flown. 

Esther was so startled that she caught her breath 
and stood quite still watching his approach. Yet even at 
that moment she noticed a change in him. It was Jasper. 
Yet it was not quite the Jasper whom she had known. 

" I have startled you," he said, when he got close to 
her. " I am sorry, Esther. I am only in England for 
a day or two. I came here to see you. I made a rush 
over to London, but found that you had left your flat 
and were staying with Mr. Joel. So I followed you 
here. Mrs. Greenback told me that you were in the 
park. I struck down to the hedge instead of following 
the path, because I remembered that, for some unknown 
reason, you used to like to shirk that path." 
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"It was very clever of you to have noticed and 
remembered that," said Esther. Her remark was flat 
and feeble, but her surprise at seeing him was too 
great to express, so she took refuge in this side 
issue. 

Jasper smiled. At anyrate, it was his old smile. 
" Let us sit down on the gfrass," he said. " Did you 
suppose that I was my ghost?" 

" For a moment — ^yes," said Esther. 

" No ; Fm alive again," said he. " I once played at 
having come out of a grave, eh ? It was a bad game. 
I'm very much ashamed of it now. I had been badly 
hit, and I think that I was possessed by seven 
devils." 

Esther looked at him with the grave, steady look that 
he remembered of old. " Well, I think so too," she said. 
" What are you doing now ? " 

" I was for Dr. R — s P — 1, as you know," said he. 
" I am not for this half-Indian soldier who has pro- 
claimed himself dictator. Caracas has been running 
with blood again, and what do they care ? What can 
you do with these self-interested" — He stopped 
short. An expression she knew well came into his face. 
" Esther, you must think it a pretty farce, when / am 
virtuously indignant" 

" No," said Esther. " I think that you are yourself 
again. Go on — tell me about these things that are 
happening in the world you come from." 

So he told her, in a few short sentences. The story 
was not so full of colour and poetry as some he had 
once recounted for her interest and amusement ; perhaps 
that was because he was " living " again, because, being 
in the thick of the struggle, he saw it, less as a whole, 
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and not so picturesquely. But to Esther, the curt, stem 
phrases conveyed a good deal. 

" I believe that one day you will be President of 
Venezuela, and I believe that you will make a good 
one," said she. 

" No ; before that day arrives I shall be lying some- 
where with a bullet through me," he said. " But, 
after all, that's not a bad end — a better one than I 
deserve." 

" Don't 1 " said Esther, with a little cry of pain. 

" Why, I didn't mean to make you unhappy," said 
he. " On the contrary, I came partly that I might tell 
you that you and Major Iredale between you saved 
me from worse things than bullets." He spoke with 
effort This second coming back was very painful to 
him. " Esther, I never knew what a blackguard I had 
become till the moment when you told me that you 
thought that I had stabbed him. That woke me up, 
with a shock of horror. Then I should have ended the 
matter that night, as a bad job past mending, if it had 
not been for him. You see, I owed him something, and 
he trusted me to pay it, and so — well, that's enough of 
that. I suppose you partially understand ? " 

" The Major would be glad," said Esther. " I don't 
believe he himself had any idea of how good a man he 
was — but he would be glad." 

" I came here to say that I am grateful to you, and 
to him," said Jasper. " And I came to speak to you 
about my child. Will you take care of her for my 
mother's sake? There is no one else to whom I could 
so willingly and safely trust her. I want her to be 
English, as you are, — thoroughly and completely 
English, you understand." 
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A faint smile touched Esther's lips. Would the 
child of Jasper and Maravilla be ever thoroughly and 
completely English, she wondered. 

" If she were only a boy, I should risk difficulties 
(though Fm hardly cut out for a nursemaid) and keep 
the child with me ; but I can't do that with a baby 
girl ! She's devoted to me, poor little soul ! She trots 
after me like an affectionate puppy dog, and clings to 
my legs to prevent my going away. When I leave her 
she storms like a small volcano. She is sick with the 
strength of her feelings — sick with temper, they say. 
I found she'd been beaten. I said my say — I wished 
there had been a man in the case, for someone ought to 
have been thrashed — and I took her away, and now 
she is with the old negress who had her before. Dinah 
spoils her, but what was to be done? I won't trust 
her with anyone else in a hurry — unless it's with you, 
Esther." 

" Perhaps — ^you must forgive me if I am saying the 
wrong thing, Jasper; but it is rather obvious that 
perhaps you might marry out there, and so keep your 
child with you, and solve the difficulty." 

He shook his head. " No. I can't do that Mara 
is mine ! I am not going to let her be bullied by a 
stepmother, who would consider her own brats, if she 
had any, on a higher level than the child of my — 
Miracle. Besides — ^well, there's another reason against 
marriage." He debated for a moment whether he 
would tell her more. Then — " I am perfectly sane 
now," he said. " But for some months after Maravilla 
left me I was out of my mind. And once before, 
when I was a lad, I went off my head — with rage, I 
suppose — after a scene that I needn't tell you about. 
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Gatton's misdoings were laid on my shoulders in pretty 
broad stripes on that occasion. When I came to 
myself it seemed to me as if the old gfrievance of my 
boyhood had somehow joined hands with the new 
grievance of my manhood. Yet it was my mother 
who really drew me home. I should not speak to you 
of tHese ugly subjects, Esther ; but that it is better to 
give a confidence wholly, if one gives it at all. You 
will have the responsibility of my child, therefore it is 
fair that you should know." 

Esther knew better than to make any comment on 
this revelation, as she saw him look away from her 
while he made it. 

" You take it for granted that I shall take her," she 
said presently, in uncertain voice. 

Jasper turned to her with his sudden smile. " Why, 
yes ; I am sure that you will. I won't pretend that I 
don't know that, Esther. A pretty handful she'll be, 
too ! But you will be very good to her." 

" Oh, I don't know," said Esther. " I am not at all 
so sure. And how am I to bring her up ? Is she to 
work for her own bread and butter some day, or will 
she always have money to spare ? What do you wish 
her to learn ? Am I to talk to her about you ? What 
am I to tell her about her mother ? " 

" You may teach her what you like," said he. " To 
sit on a cushion and sew a fine seam, or the study of 
science, or to win at hockey. You shall have a free 
hand. I don't believe in responsibility without power. 
She won't ever have to earn her bread and butter, nor 
even her sugar and jam. She shall never, if I can pre- 
vent it, cost you a penny out of your own pocket. I 
don't want you to be her governess. Get anyone you 
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think fit, to stuff her little head with whatever you 
think proper. Tell her what you like about me, so 
long as you make her clearly understand that I am her 
father; that I always think about her; that Fve not 
given her up, even to you; that she is the neafest 
possession I have ; that she is mine, and I am „hers 
always. Til leave my character in your hands. I dare- 
say it will come out far better than might be expected. 
About her mother " — his voice changed. " Some day I 
will tell her that story. No one else can. Esther, 
will you do this thing ? Will you take care of my 
child and of Maravilla's now, and yet give her back to 
me some day ? It is a great deal to ask of you ; but 
you see you have done a great deal already. The 
people who give the fullest measure are always asked 
for more." 

" Yes. ril do it," said Esther slowly. " For your 
mother's sake, and for your own too. Cousin Jasper. 
She shall be j^our child ; I will be loyal in that. 
Yet I think you are giving me something too." 

They got up and walked slowly back to Mr. Joel's 
cottage, discussing plans as they went. The vigorous, 
practical side of the man showed itself now. Esther 
glanced at him once or twice, wondering whether his 
daughter would ever catch a glimpse of that other wde 
of him, of the reckless, melancholy, and whimsical 
passion that had cost so much. 

When they got to Mr. Joel's gate their hands met. 

" No. I won't come in," he said. " I can't meet the 
old chap. There's another thing I can't do, Esther, 
though I should like to. I can't manage to thank you 
— because there is too much to thank you for. You'll 
be good to my child, I know. She has her mother's 
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blood as well as mine in her veins, so perhaps she won't 
turn out badly. There was a great sowing of dragon's 
teeth here once, and yet it looks pretty peaceful now " 
He looked round at the English landscape, softened at 
that hour by the evening haze. " There is nothing in 
the world so beautiful as England," he said; "but I shan't 
own so much as a grave here. Well, Esther, you have 
been very kind to Ishmael, in spite of his having been 
cursed from the beginning. By the bye, my daughter 
won't have the name she was christened by. She 
sticks to being ' Mara.' Her little tongue can't get 
round Rebecca. I only hope that the name, that 
means bitterness, won't be too appropriate." 

" No, no," said Esther quickly. " God made Ishmael 
as well as Isaac, and thistles as well as vines. They 
catit be cursed in the end." 

" Did He ? " said Jasper. He held her hands very 
fast for a moment in his. "You should know best 
about such things. Cousin Esther. Perhaps you will 
prove right. If you do, you'll have helped your 
prophecy, which is the way of prophets. Good-bye." 

He strode away, taking the path across the fields 
by which he had entered into her life five years before. 
Esther watched him out of sight, then turned with 
gladness and sorrow in her heart, but with no touch of 
fear. 
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Belles Lettres 



STUDIES IN DANTE. By Paget Toynbee. CrownZvo, 6s. 

Among the subjects dealt with are ' Dante's Latin Dictionary,' * Dante and the 
Lancelot Romance,' Dante's references to Pythagoras, Dante's obligations to 
Alfraganus, to Orosius, to Albertus Magnus ; Dante's theories as to the spots on the 
moon, the seven examples of munificence in the Convivio, the Commentary of 
Benvenutoda Imola on the Divina Commedia^ etc, etc 

Aetbuen'0 StanDatD Xibran? 

THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. By Thomas Carlyle. 
Edited by C. R. L. Fletcher, Fellow of Magdalen College, Oxford. 
Three Volumes, Crown Svo. 6s. each. 
This edition is magnificently equipped with notes by a scholar who has given three 
years to its preparation. 

THE LIFE AND LETTERS OF OLIVER CROMWELL. 

By Thomas Carlyle. With an Introduction by C. H. Firth, 

M.A., and Notes and Appendices by Mrs. Lomas. Three Volumes. 

6s, each. 

This edition is brought up to the standard of modern scholarship by the addition of 

numerous new letters of Cromwell, and by the correction ot many errors which 

recent research has discovered. 

CRITICAL AND HISTORICAL ESSAYS. By Lord 
Macaulay. Edited by F. C. Montague, M.A. Three Volumes, 
^rown Svo, 6s, each. 
The only edition of this book completely annotated. 

Xtttle JSfodtapbfee 

Fcap, Svo. Each Volume^ cloth^ 3J. 6d. ; leathery 41. net. 

Messrs. Methuen are publishing a new series bearing the above title. 
Each book contains the biography of a character famous in war, art, 
literature or science, and is written by an acknowledged expert. The 
books are charmingly produced and well illustrated. They form delightful 
gift books. 

THE LIFE OF JOHN HOWARD. By E. C. S. GiBSON, D.D., 
Vicar of Leeds. With 12 Illustrations. 
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General Editor, Edward Dowden, Litt. D. 

Messrs. Methuen are publishing an Edition of Shakespeare in single 
Plays. Each play is edited with a full Introduction, Textual Notes, and 
a Commentary at the foot of the page. 

KING LEAR. Edited by W. J. Craig. Demy Svo. 3s, 6d. 

Zbc Xittle Xtbran? 

' The volumes are compact in size, printed on thin but good paper in clear type, 
prettily and at the same time strongly bound, and altogether good to look upon 
and handle.' — Outlook, 

Pott Svo, Each Volume^ doth, is. 6d, net ; leather, 2s, 6d, net. 

Messrs. Methuen are producing a series of small books under the 
above title, containing some of the famous books in English and other 
literatures, in the domains of fiction, poetry, and belles lettres. The 
series contains several volumes of selections in prose and verse. 

The books are edited with the most s)rmpathetic and scholarly care. 
Each one contains an Introduction which gives (i) a short biography of 
the author, (2) a critical estimate of the book. "Where they are necessary, 
short notes are added at the foot of the page. 

Each book has a portrait or frontispiece in photogravure, and the 
volumes are produced with great care in a style uniform with that of 
* The Library of Devotion.* 

CHRISTMAS BOOKS. By W. M. Thackeray. Edited by S. 

GWYNN. 

ESMOND. By W. M. Thackeray. Edited by S. Gwynn. 

CHRISTMAS BOOKS. By Charles Dickens. Edited by 
George Gissing. 

THE EARLY POEMS OF ROBERT BROWNING. Edited 
by W. H. Griffin. 

OUR VILLAGE. By Miss Mitford. (First Series.) Edited 
by E. V. Lucas. 

THE COMPLEAT ANGLER. By Isaac Walton. Edited 

by J. Buchan. 

THE ESSAYS OF ELIA; First and Second Series. By 
Charles Lamb. Edited by E. V. Lucas. 

STEPS TO THE TEMPLE, and other Poems. By Robert 

Crashaw. Edited by Edward Hutton. 

A SENTIMENTAL JOURNEY. By LAURENCE STERNE. 
Edited by H. W. Paul. 
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Illustrated Books and Books for 

Children 

THE ESSAYS OF EL I A. By Charles Lamb. With 70 
Illustrations by A. Garth Jones, and an Introduction by E. V. 
Lucas. Demy Svo. los. 6d. 
This is probably the most beautiful edition of Lamb's Essa3rs that has ever been 
published. The illustrations display the most remarkable sympathy, insight, and 
skill, and the introduction is by a critic whose knowledge of Lsmib is unrivalled. 

THE VISIT TO LONDON. Described in verse by E. V. 

Lucas, and in coloured pictures by F. D. Bedford. Small 4I0, 

6s. 
This charming book describes the introduction of a country child to the delights and 
sights of London. It is the result of a well-known partnership between author and 
artist. 

A GALLANT QUAKER. By Mrs. Margaret H. Robertson. 

Illustrated by F. Buckland. Crown Svo, 6s, 

Zbc Xtttle JSIue JSool^s tot Cbfl^ten. 

Edited by E. V. Lucas. 

Illustrated, Square Fcap, Svo. 2s, 6d, 

Messrs. Methuen have in preparation a series of children's books 
under the above general title. The aim of the editor is to get entertaining 
or exciting stories about normal children, the moral of which is implied 
rather than expressed. The books will be reproduced in a somewhat 
unusual form, which will have a certain charm of its own. The first three 
volumes arranged are : 

1. THE CASTAWAYS OF MEADOW BANK. By T. Cobb. 

2. THE BEECHNUT BOOK. By Jacob Abbott. Edited by 

E. V. Lucas. 

3. THE AIR GUN : or, How the Mastermans and Dobson Major 

nearly lost their Holidays. By T. Hilbert. 



History 



CROMWELL'S ARMY: A History of the English Soldier 
during the Civil Wars, the Commonwealth, and the Protectorate. 
By C. H. Firth, M. A. Crown Svo, ^s, 6d, 

An elaborate study and description of Cromwell's army by which the victory of the 
Parliament was secured. The ' New Model ' is described in minute detail, and 
the author, who is one of the most distinguished historians of the day, has made 
great use of unpublished Mss, 
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a history of russia from peter the great 

TO ALEXANDER II. By W. R. Morfill, Jesus College, 

Oxford. Crown Svo, ys, 6d, 
This history, by the most distinguished authority in England, is founded on a study 
of original documents, and though necessarily brief, is the most comprehensive 
narrative in existence. Considerable attention has oeen paid to the social and 
literary development of the country, and the recent expansion of Russia in Asia. 

A HISTORY OF THE POLICE IN ENGLAND. By 
Captain Melville Lee. Crown Svo, ys. 6d, 

This highly interesting book is the first history of the police force from its first 
beginning to its present development. ^ Written as it is by an author of competent 
historical and legal qualifications, it will be indispensable to every magistrate and 
to all who are indirectly interested in the police force. 

ECTHESIS CHRONICA. . Edited by Professor Lambros. 
Dgmj^ Svo. net, [Byzantine Texts, 

A HISTORY OF ENGLISH LITERATURE: From its 

Beginning to Tennyson, By L. Engel. Translated from the 

German by J. H. Freese. Demy Svo, *js, 6d, 

This is a very complete and convenient sketch of the evolution of our literature from 
early days. The treatment is biographical as well as critical, and is rendered more 
interesting by the quotation of characteristic passages from the chief authors. 

A HISTORY OF THE BRITISH IN INDIA. By A. D. 

Innes, M.A. With Maps and Plans. Crown Svo, *js, 6d, 
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THE LIFE OF ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. By Graham 
Balfour. Two Volumes, Demy Svo, 25J. net. 

This highly interesting biography has been entrusted by Mr. Stevenson's family to 
his cousin, Mr. Balfour, and all available materials have been placed at his dis- 
posal.^ The book is rich in unpublished Mss. and letters, diaries of travel, 
reminiscences of friends, and a valuable fragment of autobiography. It also con- 
tains a complete bibliography of all Stevenson's work. This biography of one of 
the most attractive and sympathetic personalities in English literature should 
possess a most fascinating interest. The book will be uniform with The Edinburgh 
Edition. 

THE LIFE OF FRANCOIS DE FENELON. By Viscount 
St. Gyres. Demy Svo, 10s, 6d, 

This biography has engaged the author for many years, and the book is not only the 
study of an interesting personality, but an important contribution to the hbtory of 
the period 

THE CONVERSATIONS OF JAMES NORTHCOTE, R.A. 

AND JAMES WARD. Edited by Ernest Fletcher. With many 

Portraits. Demy Svo, los. 6d, 

This highly interesting, racy, and stimulating book, contains hitherto unpublished 
utterances of Northcote during a period of twenty-one years. There are many 
reminiscences of Sir Joshua Reynolds, much advice to youog painters, and many 
references to the great artists and great figures of the day. 
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Travel, Adventure and Topography 

HEAD-HUNTERS, BLACK, WHITE, AND BROWN. By 
A. C. Haddon, ScD., F.R.S. With many Illustrations and a 
Map. Demy%vo, \^s, 

A narrative of adventure and exploration in Northern Borneo. It contains much 
matter of the highest scientific interest. 

A BOOK OF BRITTANY. By S. Baring Gould. With 

numerous Illustrations. Crown Svo. 6s. 

Uniform in scope and size with Mr. Baring Gould's well'known books on Devon, 
Cornwall, and Dartmoor. 



General Literature 



WOMEN AND THEIR WORK. By the Hon. Mrs. Lyttelton. 
Crown Svo, 2s, 6d» 

A discussion of the present position of women in view of the various occupations and 
interests which are or may be open to them. There will be an introduction deal- 
ing with the general question, followed by chapters on the family, the household, 
philanthropic work, professions, recreation, and friendship. 

ENGLISH VILLAGES. By P. H. Ditchfield, M.A., F.S.A. 
Illustrated. Crown Svo, 6s, 

A popular and interesting account of the history of a typical village, and of village 
life in general in England. 

SPORTING MEMORIES. By J. Otho Paget. Demy Svo, 
I2s, 6d, 

This volume of reminiscences by a well-known sportsman and Master of Hounds 
deals chiefly with fox-hunting experiences. 



Science 
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DRAGONS OF THE AIR. By H. G. Seeley, F.R.S., 
With many Illustrations. Crown Svo, 6s, 

A popular history of the most remarkable flying^ animals which ever lived. Their 
relations to mammals, birds, and reptiles, living and extinct, are shoMrn by an 
original series of illustrations. The scattered remains preserved in Europe and 
the United States have been put together accurately to show the varied forms of 
the animals. The book is a natural history of these extinct animals^ which flew 
by means of a single finger. 
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Theology 



REGNUM DEI. The Bampton Lectures of 1901. By A. 

Robertson, D.D., Principal of King's College, London. Demy 

Svo, I2s, 6d, net. 

This book is an endeavour to ascertain the meaning of the ' Kingdom of God ' in its 
original prominence^ in the teaching of Christ. It reviews historically the main 
interpretations of this central idea in the successive phases of Christian tradition and 
life. Special attention is given to the sense in which St. Augustine identified 
the Church with the Kingdom of God. The later lectures follow out the alter- 
native ideas of the Church, and of its relation to civil society which the Middle 
Ages and more recent types of Christian thought have founded upon alternative 
conceptions of the Kingdom of God. 

A HISTORY OF THE OLD TESTAMENT. By G. W. 

"Wade. With Maps. Crown Svo. 6s. 

This book presents a connected accoimt of the Hebrew people during the period 
covered by the Old Testament ; and has been drawn up from the Scripture records 
in accordance with the methods of historical criticism. The text of tne Bible has 
been studied in the light thrown upon it by the best modem commentators ; but 
the reasons for the conclusions stated are not left to be sought for in the com- 
mentaries, but are discussed in the course of the narrative. Much attention has 
been devoted to tracing the progress of religion amongst the Hebrews, and the 
book, which is furnished with maps, is further adapted to the needs of theological 
students by the addition of geographical notes, tables, and a full index. 

THE AGAPE AND THE EUCHARIST. By J. F. Keating, 
D. D. Crown Svo. 3 j. 6d. 

THE IMITATION OF CHRIST. A Revised Translation, with 

an Introduction, by C. Bigg, D.D., Canon of Christ Church. 

Crown Svo. 35. 6d, 

A ^ new edition, carefully revised and set in large type, of Dr. Bigg's well-known 
version. 

^a^totD Oommentaried 

General Editor, Walter Lock, D.D., Warden of Keble College, Dean 
Ireland's Professor of Exegesis in the University of Oxford. 

THE ACTS OF THE APOSTLES : With Introduction and 
Notes by R. B. Rackham, M. A, Demy Svo. loj. 6d» 

ZTbe Cbutcbman'd Xfbtans 

General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D., Examining Chaplain to the 

Bishop of Aberdeen. 

THE OLD TESTAMENT AND THE NEW SCHOLAR- 
SHIP. By J. W. Peters, D.D. Crown Svo. 6$. 

COMPARATIVE RELIGION. By J. A. MacCullock. 
Crown Svo. 

THE CHURCH OF CHRIST. By E. T. Green. Crown Svo. 
A POPULAR INTRODUCTION TO THE OLD TESTA- 
MENT. Edited by A. M. Mackay. Crown Svo. 
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ZTbe Cbutcbman'0 JSfble 

General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D. 

Messrs. Methuen are issuing a series of expositions upon most of the 
books of the Bible. The volumes will be practical and devotional, and the 
text of the authorised version is explained in sections, which will correspond 
as far as possible with the Church Lectionary. 

ISAIAH. Edited by W. E. Barnes, D.D., Fellow of Queen's 
College, Cambridge. Two Volumes. 2s. net each, 

THE EPISTLE OF ST. PAUL THE APOSTLE TO THE 
EPHESIANS. Edited by G. H. Whitaker. \s. 6d. net. 

XTbe Xf bran? ot 2)et>otfon 

Pott SvOf clotAy 2s. ; leather^ 2s, 6d, net, 

* This series is excellent.' — The Bishop of London. 

' Very delightful* — The Bishop of Bath and Wells. 

* Well worth the attention of the Clergy.' — The Bishop of Lichfield. 

' The new ** Library of Devotion " is excellent." — The Bishop of Peterborough. 

* Oizxtaing.'-'Record. 'Delightful.'— CA«rcA^tf/^r. 

THE THOUGHTS OF PASCAL. Edited with an Introduction 
and Notes by C. S. Jerram, M.A. 

ON THE LOVE OF GOD. By St. Francis DE Sales. Edited 
by W. J. Knox- Little, M.A. 

A MANUAL OF CONSOLATION FROM THE SAINTS 
AND FATHERS. Edited by J. H. Burn, B.D. 

THE SONG OF SONGS. Being Selections from St. Bernard. 
Edited by B. Blaxland, M.A. 

Xea2)et0 ot IRelf dton 

Edited by H. C. BEECHING, M.A. With Portraits y Crown Zvo, 3j 6d. 

A series of short biographies of the most prominent leaders of religious 
life and thought of all ages and countries. 

BISHOP BUTLER. By W. A. Spooner, M.A., Fellow of New 
College, Oxford. 



Educational Books 



COMMERCIAL EDUCATION IN THEORY AND PRAC- 
TICE. By E. E. Whitfield, M.A. Crown Svo. Ss. 

An introduction to Methuen's Commercial Series treating the question of Commercial 
Education fully from both the point of view of the teacher and of the parent. 

EASY GREEK EXERCISES. By C. G. Botting, M.A. Croian 

Svo, 2S. 

DEMOSTHENES : The Olynthiacs and Philippics. Translated 
upon a new principle by Otho Holland. Crown Svo, 2s, 6d, 
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A SOUTH AFRICAN ARITHMETIC. By Henry Hill, 
B.A., Assistant Master at Worcester School, Cape Colony. Crown 
Svo. 31. 6d. 
This book has been specially writt^ for use in South African schools. 

JUNIOR EXAMINATION SERIES. Edited by 
A. M. M. Stedman, M.A. Fcap. Svo. is. 

French Examination Papers. By F. Jacob, B.A. 

Latin Examination Papers. By C. G. Botting, M.A. 

Algebra Examination Papers. By Austen S. Lester, M.A. 

English Grammar Examination Papers. By W. William- 
son, B.A. 

Fiction 

THE HISTORY OF SIR RICHARD CALMADY: A Romance. 
By Lucas Malet, Author of * The Wages of Sin.' Croum $vo, 6j. 

This is the first long and elaborate book b;^ Lucas Malet since ' The Wages of Sin.* 
It is a romance on realistic lines, and will certainly be one of the most important 
novels of the last ten years. 

Thb novel, the scene^ of which is laid in the moorland country of the northern 
part of Hampshire, in London, and in Naples, opens in the year of grace 1843. 
The action covers a period of about three and thirty years ; and deals with the 
experiences and adventures of an English country gentleman of an essentially 
normal type of character, subjected — owing to somewhat distressing antecedent cir- 
cumstances — to very abnormal conditions of life. The book is frankly a romance ; 
but it is also frankly a realistic and modem one. 

THE SERIOUS WOOING: A Heart's History. By Mrs. 
Craigib (John Oliver Hobbes), Author of 'Robert Orange.' 
Crown Svo. 6s, 

LIGHT FREIGHTS. By W. W. Jacobs, Author of 'Many 

Cargoes.' Illustrated. Crown Svo» $s, 6d. 

A volume of stories by Mr. Jacobs uniform in character and appearance with ' Many 
Cargoes.* 

CLEMENTINA. By A. E. W. Mason, Author of *The Courtship 

of Morrice Buckler,' 'Miranda of the Balcony,' etc. lUustrated. 

Crown Svo 6s, 

A spirited romance of the Jacobites somewhat after the manner of 'Morrice Buckler.' 
The Old Pretender is introduced as one of the chief characters. 

A WOMAN ALONE. By Mrs. W. K. Clifford, Author of 
* Aunt Anne.' CrozvnSvo, y, 6d, 
A volume of stories. 

THE STRIKING HOURS. By Eden Phillpotts, Author of 

' Children of the Mist,' ' Sons of the Morning,' etc. Crown Svo, 6ss 

The annals of a Devon village, containing much matter of humorous and pathetic 
interest. 
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FANCY FREE. By Eden Phillpotts, Author of ' Children of 
the Mist' lUnstrated. Cr€mm%vo. 6f^ 

, A homoroias book. Unifonn with ' The Human Boy.' 

TALES OF DUNSTABLE WEIR. By Gwendoune Keats 
(Zack). Author of ' Life is Life.' Crown %vo, 6s. 
A volame of stories after the style of ' Zack's' well-known first book ' Life b Life.' 

WITH ESSEX IN IRELAND. By the Hon. Emily Law- 
less. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8fv. 6s. 

A cheaper edition of a book which won conaderable popularity in a more expensive 
form some years ago. 

A NEW NOVEL. By Mrs. B. M. Croker. CroTtm Svo. 6s. 

THE PROPHET OF BERKELEY SQUARE. By Robert 
HiCHENS, Author of 'Flames,' 'Tongues of Conscience,' etc. 
Crown 8zw. 6s. 
A new long noveL 

THE ALIEN. By F. F. Montresor, Author of * Into the 
Highways and Hedges.' Crown 8sw. dr. 

THE EMBARRASSING ORPHAN. By W. E. NoRRis. 
Crown dtfo, 6s. 

ROYAL GEORGIE. By S. Baring Gould, Author of ' Mehalah.' 
With eight Illustrations by D. Murray Smith. Crown 9vo. 6s. 

FORTUNE'S DARLING. By Walter Raymond, Author 
of ' Love and Quiet Life.' Crown ^ido. 6s. 

THE MILLION. By DOROTHEA Gerard, Author of *Lady 
Baby.' Crown Sivo. 6s. 

FROM THE LAND OF THE SHAMROCK. By Jane 
Barlow, Author of ' Irish Idylls.' Crown $zHf. 6s. 

THE WOOING OF SHEILA. By Grace Rhys. Cnntm Zvo. 
6s. 

RICKERBY'S FOLLY. By ToM Gallon, Author of * Kiddy.' 
Crown Zvo. 6s. 

A GREAT LADY. By Adeline Sergeant, Author of * The 
Story of a Penitent SonL' Crown Zdo. 6s. 

MARY HAMILTON. By Lord Ernest Hamilton. Crown 
Zvo. 6s, 

MASTER OF MEN. By E. Phillips Oppenheim. Crown 
Zvo. 6s. 

BOTH SIDES OF THE VEIL. By Richard Marsh, Author 
of 'The Seen and the Unseen.' Crown Zvo. 6s. 
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THE THIRTEEN EVENINGS. By GEORGE Bartram, 
Author of ' The People of Clopton.' Crozvn Svo. 6x. 

THE SKIRTS OF HAPPY CHANCE. By H. B. Marriott 
Watson, Illustrated. Crown %vo» 6s, 

A NEW NOVEL. By E. H. Cooper, Author of * Mr. Blake of 
Newmarket.* Crown Svo, 6s. 
This book, like most of Mr. Cooper's novels, is chiefly concerned with sport and 
racing^. 

THE YEAR ONE : A Page of the French Revolution. By J. 
Bloundelle Burton, Author of * The Clash of Arms.' Crown 2ivo. 
6s, 
A vivid story of the Reign of Terror in France in 1793, when the year i of the 
Republic calendar commenced. 

THE DEVASTATORS. By Ada Cambridge, Author of * Path 
and Goal. * Crown Svo, 6s, 

JOHN TOPP: Pirate. By Weatherby Chesney. Crown 
Svo. 6s. 
A book of breathless adventure. 

Ube *lot>elf5t 

Messrs. Mbthubn are issuing under the above general title a Monthly 
Series of Novels by popular authors at the price of Sixpence. Each 
Number is as long as the average Six Shilling Novel. 

XXIII. THE HUMAN BOY. Eden Phillpotts. 

[/ufy. 

XXIV. THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT 

ANTONIO. Anthony Hope. 

[AugusL 

XXV. BY STROKE OF SWORD. Andrew Balfour. 

[Sg^t^mdgr. 

Aetbuen*5 Sispenni? Xibrars 

A New Series of Copyright Books, 
NEW VOLUMES 

THE CONQUEST OF LONDON. Dorothea 

Gerard. U^b- 

THE MUTABLE MANY. Robert Barr. [August, 

A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION. Sara J. Duncan. 

[Seipiember. 

THE WAR WITH THE BOERS : A Sketch of the Boer War 
of 1 899-1901. With Maps and Plans. By H. Sidebotham. 
(Double number, is.) [October^ 



A CATALOGUE OF 

Messrs. Methuen's 
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Poetry 



BndyardEipliiier. BARRACK-ROOM 

BALLADS. By Rudyard Kipling. 

68tA Thousand, Crown 8vo. 6j. 

Leather t 6s, net, 

*Mr. Kipling's verse is strong, vivid, full 

of character. . . . Unmistakeable genius 

rings in every line.' — Times. 

* The ballads teem with imagination, they 

palpitate with emotion. We read them 
with laughter and tears ; the metres throb 
in our pulses, the cunninjgly ordered 
words tingle with life ; and if this be not 
poetry, what is ? '—Pail Mall Gasette, 

Bndyard KLjfiiDg, THE SEVEN 
SEAS. By Rudtard Kipling. 
57M Thousand, Cr, Svo, Buchram^ 
gilt top. 6s, Leather, 6s, net, 

* The Empire has found a singer ; it is no 

dei>reciation of the songs to say that 
statesmen may have, one way or other, 
to take account of tiiem.' — Manchester 
Guardian, 
'Animated through and through with in- 
dubitable genius.' — Daily Telegraph, 

••a" POEMS AND BALLADS. By 
"Q." Crown Zvo. 3s, 6d, 

"Q." GREEN BAYS: Verses and 
Parodies. By"Q." Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo, 31. 6d, 



H. Ibsen. BRAND. 
Henrik Ibsen. 
William Wilson. 
Crown 8vo, y, 6d. 



A Drama by 
Translated by 
Third Edition, 



A.D.Godle7. LYRAFRIVOLA. By 
A. D. GODLEY, M.A., Fellow of 
Magdalen College, Oxford. Third 
Edition, Pott Svo, sj. 6d, 

'Combines a pretty wit with remarkably 
neat versification. . . .Every one will 
wish diere was more of it.' — Times, 

A.D. Godley. VERSES TO ORDER. 
By A. D. GODLET. Crown Svo, 
2J. 6d, net, 

J. a OordAiy. THE ODYSSEY OF 
HOMER. A Translation by J. G. 
CORDERT. Crown Svo, 7s, 6d, 

Herbert Trench. DEIRDRE WED: 
and Other Poems. By Herbert 
Trench. Crown Svo, 51. 

Edgar Wallace. WRIT IN BAR- 
RACKS. By Edgar Wallace. 
Crown Svo. y, 6d, 



Belles Lettres, Anthologies, etc. 



B. L. SteTfiDBOn. VAILIMA LET- 
TERS. By Robert Louis Steven- 
son. With an Etched Portrait by 
William Strang. Third Edition, 
Crown Svo, Buchram. 6s. 

' A fascinating hook.' —StaMdard. 

* Unique in Literature.' — DaHy Chronicle, 

tt Wyndliam. THE POEMS OF WIL- 
LIAM SHAKESPEARE. Edited 



with an Introduction and Notes by 
George Wtnoham, M.P. Demy 
Svo, Buchram, gilt top, 10s, 6d, 

This edition contains the ' Venus,' ' Lucrece,' 
and Sonnets, and is prefaced with an 
elaborate introduction of over 140 pp. 

'We have no hesitation in describing Mr. 
George W3mdham's introduction as a 
masterly piece of ciitidsin, and all who 
love our Elizabethan literature will find a 
very garden of delight in it. '—Spectator, 
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Edward FitsOerald. THE RUBAI- 
YAT OF OMAR KHAYYAM. 
Translated by Edward FitzGerald. 
With a Commentary by H. M. 
Batson, and a Biography of Omar by 
£. D. Ross. 6s, Also an Eklition 
on large paper limited to 50 copies. 

'One of the most desirable of the many re- 
prints of Omar.' — Glasgow Herald, 

W. E. Hexdey. ENGLISH LYRICS. 
Selected and Edited by W. E. 
Henley. Crown 8w. Gilt top. 
3J. 6d, 

' It is a body of choice and lovely poetry.' — 
BinHinghatn Gazette, 

Henley and WMbley. A BOOK OF 
ENGLISH PROSE. CoUected by 
W. E. Henley and Charles 
Whibley. Crown Bvo. Buckram, 
gilt top, 6s, 

H. C. Seeching. LYRA SACRA : An 
Anthology of Sacred Verse. Edited 
by H, C. Beeching, M.A Crown 
Svo. Buckram, 6s, 

'A charming selection, which maintains a 
lofty standard of excellence.' — Times. 

„Q» THE GOLDEN POMP. A Pro- 
cession of English Lyrics. Arranged 
by A. T. Quiller Couch. Crown 
Svo. Buckram, 6s, 

W. B. YeatB. AN ANTHOLOGY OF 
IRISH VERSE. Edited by W. B. 
Yeats. Revised and Enlarged 
Edition, Crown Svo. y. 6d, 

W, WL Dixon. A PRIMER OF 
TENNYSON. By W. M. DixON, 
M.A. Cr, Svo. 2s. 6d, 

* Much sound and well-expressed criticism. 

The bibliography is a boon.' — Speaker. 

W. A Cralgie. A PRIMER OF 
BURNS. By W. A. Craigie. 
Crown Svo, zs, 6d. 

* A valuable addition to the literature of the 

poet.' — Times. 



G. W. Steevens. MONOLOGUES OF 
THE DEAD. By G. W. Stbbybns. 
Foolscap Svo, y. 6d. 
LKEagnus. A PRIMER OF WORDS- 
WORTH. By Laurie Magnus. 
Crown Svo, zs. 6d. 
* A valuable contribution to Wordsworthian 
literature. ' — Literature, 

Sterne. THE LIFE AND OPINIONS 
OF TRISTRAM SHANDY. By 
Lawrence Sterne. With an In- 
troduction b^ Chablbs Whibley, 
and a Portrait. 2 vols, js. 

Congreve. THE COMEDIES OF 
WILLIAM CONGREVE. With an 
Introduction by G. S. Street, and 
a Portrait. 2 vols, js, 

Morier. THE ADVENTURES OF 
HAJJI BABA OF ISPAHAN. By 
James Morier. With an Introduc- 
tion by E. G. Browne, M.A. and a 
Portrait. 2 vols. js. 

Walton. THE LIVES OF DONNE, 
WOTTON, HOOKER, HERBERT 
AND SANDERSON. By Izaak 
Walton. With an Introduction by 
Vernon Blackburn, and a Por- 
trait. 3J. 6d, 

JolmBOa THE LIVES OF THE 
ENGLISH POETS. By Samuel 
Johnson, LLD. With an Intro- 
duction by J. H. Millar, and a Por- 
trait. 3 vols, xos. 6d. 

Bums. THE POEMS OF ROBERT 
BURNS. Edited by Andrew Lang 
and W. A. Craigie. With Portrait. 
Second Edition. Demy Svo, gilt top, 
6s. 

F. Langbridge. BALLADS OF THE 
BRAVE ; Poems of Chivahy , Enter- 
prise, Courage, and Constancy. 
Edited by Rev. F. Langbridge. 
Second Edition, Cr, Svo, 3^. 6d, 
School Edition, os, 6d, 

'The hook is full of splendid things.'-— 
IVorld. 



Aetbuen'0 Stan5ac5 Xibcati^ 

Gibbon. MEMOIRS OF MY LIFE 
AND WRITINGS. By Edward 
Gibbon. Edited, with an Introduc- 
tion and Notes, by G. Birkbeck 
Hill, LL.D. Croivn Svo, 6s, 



' An adminihle edition of one of the most 
interesting personal records of a literary 
life. Its notes and its numerous appen- 
dices are a repertory of almost all that 
can be known about Gibbon.' — Man' 
(hestfr Gttardi(m% 
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QiblMIL THE decline AND 
FALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRE. 
By Edward Gibbon. A New Edi- 
tion, Edited with Notes, Appendices, 
and Maps, by J. B. Bury, LL.D., 
Fellow of Trinity College, Dublin. 
Jn Seven Volumes, Demy Svo. Gilt 
top, 8 J. td, each. Also Cr, Zvo. ts. 
each, 

* At last there is an adequate modern edition 

of Gibbon. . . . The best edition the 
nineteenth century could produce.' — 
Manchester Guardian. 

* A great piece of editing.' — Academy, 

aUbert White. THE NATURAL 
HISTORY OF SELBORNE. 
By Gilbert White. Edited by L. C. 
Mi ALL, F. R. S. , assisted by W.Warde 
Fowler, M.A. Crown 8vo. 6s, 

C. 0. Crump. THE HISTORY OF 
THE LIFE OF THOMAS ELL- 
WOOD. Edited by C. G. Crump, 
M.A. Crown Svo, 6s, 

This edition is the only one which contains 
the complete book as originally pub- 
lished. It contains a long Introduction 
and many Footnotes. 



Daate. LA COMMEDIA DI 
DANTE ALIGHIERI. The Italian 
Text edited by Paget Toynbee, 
M.A. Demy Svo, Gilt top, Ss, 6d, 
Also Crown Svo, 6s. 

Tennyson. THE EARLY POEMS OF 
ALFRED, LORD TENNYSON, 
Edited, with Notes and an Introduc- 
tion by J. Churton Collins, M.A. 
Crown Svo, 6s.^ 
An elaborate edition of the celebrated 
volume which was published in its 
final and definitive form in 1853. This 
edition contains a long Introduction and 
copious Notes, textual and explanatory. 
It also contains in an Appendix all 
the Poems which Tennyson afterwards 
omitted. 

Jonathan Swift THE JOURNAL 
TO STELLA. By Jonathan 
Swift. Edited by G. A. Aitken. 
Crown Svo. 6s, 

Cliesterfleld. THE LETTERS OF 
LORD CHESTERFIELD TO HIS 
SON. Edited, with an Introduction 
by C. Strachey, and Notes by A. 
Calthrop. Two Volumes, Crown 
Svo. 6s, each. 



XTbe TOocfta ot Sbaftespeace 

General Editor, Edward Dowden, Litt.D. 

Messrs. Methuen have in preparation an Edition of Shakespeare in 
single Plays. Each play will be edited with a full Introduction, Textual 
Notes, and a Commentary at the foot of the page. 
The first volumes are : 



HAMLET. 
Dowden. 



Edited by Edward 
Demy Svo. y. 6d. 

' Fully up to the level of recent scholarship, 
both English and German.' — Academy. 



ROMEO AND JULIET. Edited by 



Edward Dowden, Litt.D. Demy 
Svo, y, 6d, 

' No edition of Shakespeare is likely to prove 
more attractive and satisfactory than this 
one. It is beautifully printed and paged 
and handsomely and simply bound.' — 
St. James's Gazette. 



XTbe Vtovela ot Cbaclea Bicfiena 

Crown Svo. Each Volume^ cloth 31. net ; leather 4J. 6d. net. 

With Introductions by Mr. George Gissing, Notes by Mr. F. G. Kitton, 

• and Topographical Illustrations. 

THE PICKWICK PAPERS. With 
Illustrations by E. H. New. Two 
Volumes, 



' As pleasant a copy as any one could desire. 
The notes add much to the value of the 
edition, and Mr. New's illustrations are 



also historical. The volumes promise well 
for the success of the edition.' — Scotsman. 



NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. With 
Illustrations by R. J. Williams. 
Two Volumes, 
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BLEAK HOUSE. With lUustiations 
by Beatrice Alcock, Two Volumes. 

OLIVER TWIST. With Illustrations 
by G. H. New. 

THE OLD CURIOSITY SHOP. 



With Illustrations by G. M. Brime- 
LOW. Two Volumes, 

BARNABY RUDGE. With lUustra- 
tions by BEATRICE Alcock. Two 
Volumes, 



little JSiograpbiea 

Fcap, Svo, Each volume^ cloth^ y, 6d, 
THE LIFE OF DANTE ALIGHIERI. By Paget Toynbee. With 12 
Illustrations. 
* This excellent little volume is a clear, compact, and convenient summary of the whole 
subject.' — Academy, 

THE LIFE OF SAVONAROLA. By E. L. S. Horsburgh. M.A. With 
Portraits and Illustrations. 

Q:be Xittle Xibrats 

With Introdactions, Notes, and Photogravure Frontispieces. 
Pott 8v^. Each Volume^ cloth is. 6d, net, leather 2s, 6d, net. 




Gazette. 

* Very delicious little hooli&.'— Literature 

* Delightful editions.' — Record. 
'Exceedingly tastefully ^xodvifxd.'— Morning Leader. 

VANITY FAIR. By W. M. Thacke- THE PURGATORIO OF 
RAY. With an Introduction by S. 
GWTNN. Three Volumes, 

THE PRINCESS. By Alfred. Lord 
Tennyson. Edited by Elizabeth 
Wordsworth. 



INMEMORIAM. By Alfred, Lord 
Tennyson. Edited, with an Intro- 
duction and Notes, by H. C. Beech- 
ING, M.A. 

THE EARLY POEMS OF ALFRED. 
LORD TENNYSON. Edited by J. 
C. Collins, M.A. 

MAUD. By Alfred, Lord Tenny- 
son. Edited by Elizabeth Words- 
worth. 

A LITTLE BOOK OF ENGLISH 
LYRICS. With Notes. 

EOTHEN. By A. W. Kinglake. 
With an Introduction and Notes. 

CRANFORD. By Mrs. Gaskell. 
Edited by E. V. LucAS. 

THE INFERNO OF DANTE. Trans- 
lated by H. F. Gary. Edited by 
Paget Toynbee. 



DANTE. 
Translated by H. F. Gary. Edited 
by Paget Toynbee, M.A. 

JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN. 
By Mrs. Craik. Edited by Annie 
Matheson. Ttoo Volumes, 

A LITTLE BOOK OF SCOTTISH 

VERSE. Arrsuiged and edited by 

T. F. Henderson. 
A LITTLE BOOK OF ENGLISH 

PROSE. Arranged and edited by 

Mrs. P. A. Barnett. 

SELECTIONS FROM WORDS- 
WORTH. Edited by Nowell C. 
Smith, Fellow of New College, 
Oxford. 

SELECTIONS FROM WILLIAM 
BLAKE. Edited by M. Perugini. 

PRIDE AND PREJUDICE. By Jane 
Austen. Edited by E. V. Lucas. 
Two Volumes, 

PENDENNIS. By W. M. Thacke- 
ray, Edited by S. Gwynn. Three 
Volumes, 

LAVENGRO. By George Borrow. 
Edited by F. HiNDES Groome. 
Two Volumes, 
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XSbc Xittle Guf^cB 

Pott 8w, ciotk 3J. ; leather, 3^. 6^. net. 



OXFORD AND ITS COLLEGES. 
By J. Wells, M.A, Fellow and 
Tutor of Wadham College. Illus- 
trated by E. H. New. Fourth Edition, 

* An admirable and accurate little treatise, 
attractively illustrated.' — World. 

CAMBRIDGE AND ITS COL- 
leges. By A. Hamilton Thomp- 
son. Illustrated by E. H. New. 

' It is brightly vrritten and learned, and is 
just such a book as a cultured visitor 
needs. ' — Scotsman. 

THE MALVERN COUNTRY. By 
B. C. A. WiNDLE, D.Sc.. F.R.S. 
Illustrated by E. H. New. 

SHAKESPEARE'S COUNTRY. By 
B.C.AWindle,F.R.S..M.A Illus- 
trated by E. H. New. Second Edition, 



' One of the most charming guide books. 
Both for the library and as a travelling 
companion the book is equally choice 
and serviceable.' — Acadetny. 

SUSSEX. By F. G. Brabant, M.A. 
Illustrated by E. H. New. 

'A charming little book; as full of sound 
information as it is practical in concep- 
tion.' — Athetutunt. 

'Accurate, complete, and agreeably written.' 
— Literature. 

WESTMINSTER ABBEY. ByG. E. 
Troutbeck. Illustrated by F. D. 
Bedford. 

' A delightful miniature hand - book.' — 
Glasgow Herald, 

'In comeliness, and perhaps in complete- 
ness, this work must take the first 
place. '— i4 cadenty. 

' A really first-rate guide-book.' — 

Literature, 



Illustrated and Gift Books 



Tennyson. THE EARLY POEMS 
OF ALFRED, LORD TENNY- 
SON. Edited, with Notes and 
an Introduction by J. Churton 
Collins, M.A. With 10 Illustra- 
tions in Photogravure by W. E. F. 
Britten. Demy Bvo. 10s. 6d. 

Oelett Burgess. GOOPSANDHOW 
TO BE THEM. By Gelett 
Burgess. With numerous Illustra- 
tions. Small ^0, dr. 

Oelett Burgess. THE LIVELY 
CITY OF LIGG. By Gelett 
Burgess. With 53 Illustrations, 
8 of which are coloured. Small ^to. 
6s. 

PMl May. THE PHIL MAY 
ALBUM. 4to. 6s. 

'There is a laugh in each drawing.' — 
Standard. 

A. H. Milne. ULYSSES; OR, DE 
ROUGEMONT OF TROY. De- 
scribed and depicted by A. H. Milne. 
Small quarto. 31. 6d, 
'Clever, droll, smaxt.'^Guardian, 



Edmund Selous. TOMMY SMITH'S 
ANIMALS. By Edmund Selous. 
Illustrated by G. W. Ord. Fcap, 8vo, 
zs. 6d, 

A little book designed to teach children 
respect and reverence for animals. 

'A quaint, fascinating little book: a nur« 
sery classic' — At^smeum, 

S. Baring Ctonld. THE CROCK OF 
GOLD. Fairy Stories told by S. 
Baring GtOULD. Crown Bvo. 6s, 
< Twelve delightful fairy talts.'— Punch. 

M.L.Owynn. A BIRTHDAY BOOK. 
Arranged and Edited by M. L. 
GWYNN. Demy Bvo. 12s, 6d, 

This^ is a birthday-book of exceptional 
dignity, and the extracts have been 
chosen with particular care. 

John Bunyan. THE PILGRIM'S 
PROGRESS. By John Bunyan. 
Edited, with an Introduction, by C. H. 
Firth, M.A With 39 Illustrations 
by R. Anning Belu CroumBvo, 6s, 

' The best " Pilgrim's Progress."'— 

Educational Timet, 
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F.D.Bedford. NURSERY RHYMES. 
With many Coloured Pictures by F. 
D. Bedford. Super Royal 8vo. 
2j. 6d, 

8. Barin^r Ck>uld. A BOOK OF 
FAIRY TALES retold by S. Baring 
Gould. With numerous Illustra- 
tions and Initial Letters by Arthur 
J. Gaskin. Second Edition, Cr. %vo. 
Buckram, 6s, 

S. Barinff Ctould. OLD ENGLISH 
FAIRY TALES. Collected and 
edited by S. Baring Gould. With 
Numerous Illustrations by F. D. 



Bedford. Second Edition. Cr. Svo, 

Buckram. 6s, 

* A charming yrolumc'-^uardimm. 

S. Baring Ckrald. A BOOK OF 
NURSERY SONGS AND 
RHYMES. Edited by S. Baring 
Gould, and Illustrated by the Bir- 
mingham Art School Buckram, gilt 
top. Crown Svo, 6s. 

H. C. Beeching. A BOOK OF 
CHRISTMAS VERSE. Edited by 
H. C. Beeching, M.A., and Illus- 
trated by Walter Crank. Cr. Svo, 
gilt top, 35. 6d, 



History 



Flinderti Petrie. A HISTORY OF 
EGYFT,FROM THE Earliest Times 
to the Present Day. Edited by 
W. M. Flinders Petrie, D.C.L., 
LL.D., Professor of Egyptology at 
University College. Fully Illustrated. 
In Six Volumes, Cr. Svo. 6s. each. 

Vol. I. Prehistoric Times to 
XVIth Dynasty. W. M. F. 
Petrie. Fourth Edition. 

Vol. II. The XVIIth and 
XVIIIth Dynasties. W. M. 
F. Petrie. Third EdiHon. 

Vol. IV. The Egypt of the 
Ptolemies. J. P. Mahaffy. 

Vol. V. Roman Egypt. J. G. 
Milne. 



Vol. VI. EGYPT 
MIDDLE AGES. 
Lane-Poole. 



IN THE 
Stanley 



* A history written in the spirit of scientific 

precbion so worthily represented by Dr. 
Petrie and his school cannot but pro- 
mote sound and accurate study, and 
supply a vacant place in the English 
literature of Egyptology.'— ri^rrx. 

Flinders Petrie. RELIGION AND 
CONSCIENCE IN ANCIENT 
EGYPT. By W. M. Flinders 
Petrie, D. C. L. , LL. D. Fully Illus- 
trated. Crown Svo. 2S. 6d. 

* The lectures will afibrd a fund of valuable 

information for students of ancient 
tthics.'— Manchester Guardian. 



Flinders Petrie. SYRIA AND 
EGYPT, FROM THE TELL EL 
AMARNA TABLETS. By W. M. 
Flinders Petrie, D.C.L., LL.D. 
Crown Svo. as. 6d. 

' A marvellous record. ^ The addition made 
to our knowledge is nothing short of 
amasing.' — Times, 

Flinders Petrie. EGYPTIAN TALES. 

Edited by W. M. Flinders Petrie. 

Illustrated by Tristram Ellis. In 

Two Volumes. Cr, Svo, y. 6d. each. 

' Invaluable as a picture of life in Palestine 

and 'EgrP^'-^Daily Newt. 

Flinders Petrie. EGYPTIAN DECO- 
RATIVE ART. By W. M. Flin- 
ders Petrie. With 120 Illustrations. 
Cr. Svo. y. 6d. 

' In these lectures he displajrs rare skill in 
elucidatingthe development of decora- 
tive art in Egypt'— TiiMM. 

C. W. Oman. A HISTORY OF THE 
ART OF WAR. Vol. 11. : The 
Middle Ages, from the Fourth to the 
Fourteenth Century. By C. W. 
Oman, M.A., Fellow of All Souls', 
Oxford. Illustrated. Demy Svo. 21s. 

* The whole art of war in its historic evolu- 
tion has never been treated on such an 
ample and comprehensive scale, and we 
question if any recent contribution to 
the exact history of the world has pos- 
sessed more enduring value.' — Dotty 
Chronicle. 
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S. Baring Ckrald. THE TRAGEDY 
OF THE CiESARS. With nume- 
rous Illustrations from Busts, Gems, 
Cameos, etc. By S. Baring Gould. 
Fifth Edition, Royal ^vo, 151. 
'A most splendid and fascinating book on a 
subject of undyinff interest. The great 
feature of the book is the use the author 
has made of the existing portraits of 
the Caesars and the admirable critical 
subtlety he has exhibited in dealin^^ with 
this line of research. It is brilUantly 
written, and the illustrations are sup- 
plied on a scale of profuse magnificence.' 
— Daily Chronicle, 

P. W. Maitlaiid. CANON LAW IN 
ENGLAND. By F. W. Maitland, 
LL.D., Downing Professor of the 
Laws of England in the University 
of Cambridge. Royal 8vo, 7s. 6d, 

'Professor Maitland has put students of 
English law under a firesh debt. These 
essays are landmarks in the study of the 
history of Canon Law.' — Times, 

JolUL Haokett. A HISTORY OF 
THE CHURCH OF CYPRUS. 
By John Hackett. M.A With 
Maps and Illustrations. Demy 8vo, 
15J. net. 
A work which brings together all that is 
known on the_ subject from the intro- 
duction of Christianity to the commence- 
ment of the ^ British occupation. A 
separate division deals with the local 
Latin Church during the period of the 
Western Supremacy. 

E. L. TanntoxL A HISTORY OF 
THE JESUITS IN ENGLAND. 
By E. L. Taunton. With Illustra- 
tions. Demy Bvo. zis. net. 
' A history of permanent value, which covers 
ground never properly investigated 
before, and is replete with the results of 
original research. A most interesting 
and careful book.' — Literature. 
' A volume which will attract considerable 
attention.' — A themeum. 

H. de B. Gibbins. INDUSTRY IN 
ENGLAND : HISTORICAL OUT- 
LINES. By H. DE B. GiBBiNS, 
Litt.D., M.A. With 5 Maps. Se- 
cond Edition, Demy 8vo. los. 6d. 

H. E. Egerton. A HISTORY OF 

BRITISH COLONIAL POLICY. 

By H. E. Egerton, M,A Demy 

Bvo. 12s. 6d. 

* It is a good book, distinguished by accu- 



racy in detail, dear airangem«iU of fads, 
and a broad grasp of principles.* — 
Manchester Gi$ardtaM, 

Albert Sorel. THE EASTERN 
QUESTION IN THE EIGH- 
TEENTH CENTURY. By Albert 
Sorel. Translated by F. C. Bram- 
WELL, M.A Cr, Bvo. y, 6d, 

C. H. Grinlinff. A HISTORY OF 
THE GREAT NORTHERN RAIL- 
WAY, 1845-95. Bjr C. H. Grin- 
ling. With Illustrations. Demy Bvo. 
10s. 6d. 

* Mr. Grinling has done for a Railway what 

Macaulajr did for English History.' — 
The Engineer, 

Clement Stretton. A HISTORY OF 
THE MIDLAND RAILWAY. By 
Clement Stretton. Wi th numer- 
ous Illustrations. Demy Bvo, izs. 6d, 

' A fine record of railway development.* — 
Outlook. 

' The volume is as exhaustive as it is com- 
prehensive, and is made especially 
attractive oy its pictures.'— ^^Ip^. 

W. Sterry. ANNALS OF ETON 
COLLEGE* By W. Sterry. M.A. 
With numerous Illustrations. Demy 
Bvo. js. 6d, 

* A treasury of quaint and interesting read- 

ing. ^ Mr. Sterry has by his skill and 
vivacity given these records new life.' — 
Academy. 

a.W.Fieher. ANNALS OF SHREWS- 
BURY SCHOOL. By G. W. 
Fisher, M.A. With numerous Illus- 
trations. Demy Bvo. los. 6d, 

'This careful, erudite hook.'— Daily 
Chronicle. 

* A book of which Old Salopians are sore 

to be proud.' — Glode, 

J. Sargeaont ANNALS OF WEST- 
MINSTER SCHOOL. By J. Sar- 
geaunt, M.A. With numerous 
Illustrations. Demy Bvo, ys, 6d, 

A ClarlL THE COLLEGES OF 
OXFORD : Their History and their 
Traditions. Edited by A. Clark, 
M.A, Fellow of Lincoln College. 
Bvo, 12s. 6d. 

*A work which will be appealed to for 
many years as the standard book.' — 
AtAemtum. 
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T. WL Taylor. A CONSTITUTIONAL 
AND POLITICAL HISTORY OF 
ROME. ByT. M. Taylor, M.A., 
P'ellow of Gonville and Caius College, 
Cambridge. Crown Bvo, 7s, 6d. 

' We fully recognise the value of this care> 
fully written work, and admire especially 
the fairness and sobriety of his judgment 
and the human interest with which he 
has inspired a subject which in some 
hands becomes a mere series of cold 
abstractions. It is a work that will be 
stimulating to the student of Roman 
hbtory. ' — A thenauttu 

J. Wells. A SHORT HISTORY OF 
ROME. By J. Wells, M.A.. 
Fellow and Tutor of Wadham Coll., 
Oxford. Third Edition. With 3 
Maps. Crown %vo, y. 6d, 

This book is intended for the Middle and 
Upper Forms of Public Schools suid for 



Pass Students 9t the Univexsities. It 
contains copious Tables, etc 
'An original work written on an original 
plan, and with uncommon freshness and 
vigour. *— Speaker, 

0. Browninff. A SHORT HISTORY 
OF MEDIiEVAL ITALY. A.D. 
1250-1530. By Oscar Browning, 
Fellow and Tutor of King's College, 
Cambridge. In Two Volumes, Cr, 
8vo, ss. each. 

Vol. I. 1250-Z409. — Guelphs and 
GhibelUnes. 

Vol. il 1409-1530. — ^The Age of 
the Condottieri. 

O^Grady. THE STORY OF IRE- 
LAND. By Standish O'Grady, 
Author of ' Finn and bis Companions.' 
Crown Zvo. zs, 6d, 



J9i?3antine XTesta 

Edited by J. B. Bury, M.A., LittD. 



ZACHARIAH OF MITYLENE. 
Translated into English by F. T. 
Hamilton, D.D., and E. W. 
Brooks. Demy Bvo. 12s, 6d. net, 

EVAGRIUS. Edited by Professor 



L^ON Parmentier and M. Bidez. 
Demy Bvo, 10s. 6d, net, 

THE HISTORY OF PSELLUS 
By C. Sathas. Demy Bvo. 15J. 
net. 



Biography 



B. L. Steyeiuoii. THE LETTERS 
OF ROBERT LOUIS STEVEN- 
SON TO HIS FAMILY AND 
FRIENDS. Selected and Edited, 
with Notes and Introductions, by 
Sidney COLVIN. Fourth and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown Bvo. 12s. 
Library Edition. Demy Bvo. 2 
vols, 25J. net. 

* Irresistible in their raciness, their variety, 
their animation ... of extraordinary 
fascination. A delightful inheritance, 
the truest record of a "richly com* 
pounded spirit" that the literature of 
our time has preserved.' — Times, 

J. G. imials. THE LIFE AND 
LETTERS OF SIR JOHN 
EVERETT MILLAIS. President of 
the Royal Academy. By his Son, 
J. G. MiLLAis. With 319 Illus- 
trations, of which 9 are in Photo- 



gravure. Second Edition. 2 vols, 
EoyalBiuf, $2s. net. 

* This splendid work.'— »^<>r«. 

' Of such absorbing interest is it, of such 
completeness in scope and beauty. 
Special tribute must be paid to^ the 
extraordinary completeness of the illus- 
trations. '— Graphic. 

8. Baring Ctonld. THE LIFE OF 
NAPOLEON BONAPARTE. By 
S. Baring Gould. With over 450 
Illustrations in the Text and 12 
Photogravure Plates. Large quarto. 
Gilt top. 361. 

' The main feature of this gorgeous volume 
is its great wealth of beautiful photo- 
gravures and finely - executed wood 
engravings, constituting a complete 
pictorial chronicle of Napoleon I.'s 
personal history from the days of his early 
childhood at Ajaccio to the date of his 
second vattxmeax.'— Daily Telegraph, 
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W. A Bettesworth. THE WALKERS 
OF SOUTHGATE : Being the Chro- 
nicles of a Cricketing Family. By 
W. A Bettesworth. Illustrated. 
Demy 8w. 75. 6rf. 
'A most engaging contribution to cricket 
literature ... a lasting joy.' — Vanity 
Fair, 
0. S. Layard. THE LIFE OF MRS. 
LYNN LINTON. By G. S. Lay- 
ard. With Portraits. Demy 8w. 

' Mrs. Lynn Linton is here presented to us 
in all her moods. She lives in the book ; 
she is presented to us so that we really 
know ner,' — Literaiufe, 

'A thoroughly good book, very interest- 
ing, and at the same time in very good 
taste.' — Daily Graphic, 

'Mr. Layard may be congratulated on 
having produced an honest and interest* 
ing record of a notable woman.' — 
Athenaum, 

Stanley Lane-Poole. THE LIFE OF 
SIR HARRY PARKES. By Stan- 
ley Lane-Poole. A New and 
Cheaper Edition. Crown Zvo. 6j. 
Helen C. Wetmore. THE LAST OF 
THE GREAT SCOUTS ('Buffalo 
Bill'). By his Sister, Helen C. 
Wetmore. With Illustrations. 
Demy Zvo, 6s. 
* The stirring adventures of Buffalo Bill's 
career are described vigorously and pic- 
turesquely, and with a directness that 
inspires the fullest confidence.' — Gias- 
gmu Herald. 
' A narrative of one of the^ most attractive 
figures in the public eye.' — Daily 
Chronicle. 

Constance Bache. BROTHER MUSI- 
CIANS. Reminiscences of Edward 
and Walter Bache. By Constance 
Rache. With Sixteen Illustrations. 
Crown Svo. 6s. net. 

P. H. Cdonib. MEMOIRS OF AD- 
MIRAL SIR A. COOPER KEY. 
By Admiral P. H. Colomb. With 
a Portrait. Demy Svo. 16s. 

0. Cooper Kin^r. THE STORY OF 

THE BRITISH ARMY. By Colonel 

Cooper King. Illustrated. Demy 

Bvo. 7s. 6d. 

' An authoritative^ and accurate story of 

England's military progress.'— JDa//^' 

Mail. 

R. Southey. ENGLISH SEAMEN 
(Howard, Clifford, Hawkins, Drake, 



CaTendish). By Robert Southbt. 
Edited, with an Introduction, by 
David Hannat. Second Edition. 
Crown 9v0, 6s. 
'A brave, inspiriting book.' — Blach and 
WhiU. 

W. Clark BuBsell. THE LIFE OF 
ADMIRAL LORD COLLING- 
WOOD. By W. Clark Russell. 
With Illustrations by F. Brangwyn. 
Fourth Edition, Crown Bvo, 6s. 

* A book which wt sho«ild like to see in the 

hands of every boy in the country.' — 
St. /atnes't Gaaette. 

MorriB Fnller. THE LIFE AND 
WRITINGS OF JOHN DAVEN- 
ANT, D.D. (1571-1641), Bishop of 
Salisbury. By Morris Fuller, 
B.D. Demy Bvo. 10s. 6d, 

J. M. Rlgjr. ST. ANSELM OF 
CANTERBURY: A Chapter in 
THE History of Religion. By 
J. M. Rigg. Demy Bvo, 7s. 6d, 

P. W. Joyce. THE LIFE OF 
SIR FREDERICK GORE OUSE- 
LEY. By F. W. Joyce, M. A. 7s. 6d. 

W. a. OolUngwood. THE LIFE OF 
JOHN RUSKIN. By W. G. 
COLLINGWOOD, M.A. With Por- 
traits, and 13 Drawings by Mr. 
Ruskin. Second Edition. 2 vols, 
Bvo, 32J. Cheap Edition. Crown 
Bvo. 6s. 

C. Waldatein. JOHN RUSKIN. By 
Charles Waldstein, M.A. With 
a Photogravure Portrait, Post Bvo, y. 

A. H F. DarmeBteter, THE LIFE 
OF ERNEST RENAN. By 
Madame Darmesteter. With 
Portrait. Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

W. H. Huttoa THE LIFE OF SIR 
THOMAS MORE. By W. H. 
HUTTON, M.A. With Portraits. 
Second Edition. Cr, Bvo, $s. 

* The book lay^ good claim to high rank 

among our biographies. It is excellently, 
even lovingly, written.' — Sccisman. 

S. Baring Ctould. THE VICAR OF 
MORWENSTOW; A Biography. 
By S. Baring Gould, M.A. A 
new and Revised Edition. With 
Portrait. Crown Bvo. y. 6d. 
A completely new edition of the well known 
biography of R. S. Hawker. 
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Travel, Adventure and Topography 



SvenHediiL THROUGH ASIA. By 
SvEN Hedin, Gold Medallist of the 
Royal Geographical Society. With 
300 Illustrations from Sketches 
and Photographs by the Author, 
and Maps. 2 vols, RoyalZvo. 20s.net, 

'One of the jgreatest books of the kind 
issued during the century. It is im- 
possible to give an adequate idea of the 
richness of the contents of this book, 
nor of its abounding attractions as a story 
of travel unsurpassed in geographical 
and human interest. Much of it is a 
revelation. Altogether the work is one 
which in solidity, novelty, and interest 
must take a first rank among publica- 
tions of its class.' — Times. 

F. H. Skrine and E. D. Boss. THE 

HEART OF ASIA. By F. H. 
Skrine and E. D. Ross. With 
Maps and many Illustrations by 
Verestchagin. Large Crown Svo. 
10s. 6d. net. 

* This volume will form a landmark in our 

knowledge of Central Asia. . . . Illumin- 
ating and convincing.' — Times. 

R.E. Peary. NORTHWARD OVER 
THE GREAT ICE. By R. E. Peary, 
Gold Medallist of the Royal Geogra- 
phical Society. With over 800 Illus- 
trations. 2 vols. Royal Svo, 32J. net. 

' His book will take its place among the per- 
manent literature of Arctic exploration. ' 
— Times. 

T. H. HoldiclL THE INDIAN BOR- 
DERLAND : being a Personal Re- 
cord of Twenty Years. By Sir T. H. 
Holdich, K.CI.E. Illustrated. Demy 
Bvo, 1 5 J. net, 

' Probably the most important work on 
frontier topography that has lately been 
presented to the general public ' — Litera- 
ture. 

' Interesting and inspiriting from cover to 
cover, it will assuredly take its place as 
the classical on the history of the Indian 
frontier.' — Pilot. 

'A work that should long remain the 
standard authority.' — Daily Chronicle. 

ARWylde. MODERN ABYSSINIA. 
By A. B. Wylde. With a Map and 
a Portrait. Demy Svo. 15^. net, 

* The most valuable contribution that has 



yet been made to our knowledge of 

Abyssinia.' — Manchester Chuwdian, 
*A book which will rank among the very 

best of African works. ' — DailyChrouicU. 
* A repertory of information on every branch 

of the subject.' — Literature, 

Alex. Hosie. MANCHURIA. By 
Alexander Hosie. With Illustra- 
tions and a Map. Demy Bvo. 10s. 
6d. net, 
A complete account of this important pro- 
vince by the highest living authority on 
the subiect. 
'This book is especially useful at the pre- 
sent moment when the future of the 
country appears tmcertain.' — Times. 

E. A. PiteOerald. THE HIGHEST 
ANDES. By E. A. FitzGerald. 
With 2 Maps, 51 Illustrations, 13 of 
which are in Photogravure, and a 
Panorama. Roryal Svo, sos. net. 
Also a Small Edition on Hand-made 
Paper, limited to 50 Copies, ^to, 



*Th 



. he record of the first ascent of the highest 
mountain yet conquered by mortal man. 
A volume which will continue to be the 
classic book of travel on this region of 
the Andes.' — Daily Chronicle. 

P. W. Christiaii. THE CAROLINE 

ISLANDS. By F. W. Christian. 

With many Illustrations and Maps. 

Demy Svo. J2s, 6d. net. 

'A real contribution to our knowledge of 

the peoples and islands of Micronesia, 

as well as fascinating as a narrative of 

travels and adventure,' — Scotsman. 

H. H. Jolmstoa BRITISH CEN. 
TRAL AFRICA. By Sir H. H. 
Johnston, K.C.B. With nearly 
Two Hundred Illustrations, and Six 
Maps. Second Edition, Crown ^0, 
1 8 J. net. 
*A fascinating book, written with equal 
skill and charm — the work at once of a 
literary artist and of a man of action 
who is singularly wise, brave, and ex- 
perienced. It abounos in admirable 
s\ittchts.'—lVestminster Gasette, 
L. Dede. THREE YEARS IN 
SAVAGE AFRICA. By Lionel 
Decle. With 100 Illustrations and 
5 Maps. Second Edition, Demy Svo, 
10s, 6d, net. 
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A. Hnlme Beaman. TWENTY 
YEARS IN THE NEAR EAST. 
By A. HuLME Beaman. Demy 
8tw. With Portrait, zof. td, 

Henri of Orleans. FROM TONKIN 
TO INDIA. By Prince Henri of 
Orleans. Translated by Hamley 
Bent, M.A. With zoo Illustrations 
and a Map. Cr, 4/0, gilt top, 25s. 

Chester Holcombe. THE REAL 
CHINESE QUESTION. By Ches- 
ter Holcombe. Crown 8vo. 6s, 
' It is an important addition to the materials 
before the public for forming an opinion 
on a most difficult and pressing pro- 
blem.' — Timet. 
'It is this practical "note" in the book, 
coupled with the fairness, moderation, 
and sincerity of the author, that gives 
it, in our opinion, the^ highest place 
among books published in recent years 
on the Chinese question.' — Manchester 
Guardian, 

J.W.Robertson-Scott. THE PEOPLE 

OF CHINA. By J. W. Robertson- 

ScoTT. With a Map. Crown Svo. 

3J. 6d. 

'A vivid impression . . . This excellent, 

brightly Mrritten epitome.' — Daily News. 

' Excellently well done. . . . Enthralling.' 

--Weekly Dispatch, 

8. L. Hinde. THE FALL OF THE 
CONGO ARABS. By S. L. Hinde. 
With Plans, etc. Demy Svo, I2J< 6d. 

A 8t H. Qibbons. EXPLORATION 
AND HUNTING IN CENTRAL 
AFRICA. By Major A. St. H. 
Gibbons, with full-page Illustra- 
tions by C. Whymper, and Maps. 
Demy Svo, 15X. 

A H. Norway. NAPLES: PAST 
AND PRESENT. By A. H. Nor- 
way, Author of • Highways and 
Byways in Devon and Cornwall. 
With 40 Illustrations by A. G. 
Ferard. Crown Svo, ^ 6s, 
In this book Mr. Norway gives not only a 
highly interesting description of modern 
Naples, but a historical account of its 
antiquities and traditions. 

8. Baring Ck>uld. DARTMOOR : A 
Descriptive and Historical Sketch. 
By S. Baring Gould. With Plans 
and Numerous Illustrations. Crown 
Svo. 6s. 



* A most delightful guide, companion, and 

vastnxcXat7''-Scotsf$tan. 
' Informed vrith close personal knowledge.* 
— Saturday Review, 

S. Baring Ckmld. THE BOOK OF 
THE WEST. By S. Baring 
Gould. With niunerous Illustra- 
tions. Two volumes. VoL I. Devon. 
Second Edition. Vol. ii. Cornwall. 
Crown Svo. 6s. each. 

* Bracing as the air of Dartmoor, the legend 

weird as twilight over Dozmare Pool, 
they give us a very good idea of this 
enchanting and beautiful district.'— 
Guardian. 

S. Baring Ctould. A BOOK OF 

BRITTANY. By S. Baring Gould. 

With numerous Illustrations. Crown 

Svo. 6s. 

Uniform in scope and size with Mr. Baring 

Gould's weil-knoMm books on Devon, 

Cornwall, and Dartmoor. 

S. Baring Ctould. THE DESERTS 
OF SOUTHERN FRANCE. By 
S. Baring Gould. 2 vols. Demy 
Svo. 32J. 

J.F.Fraser. ROUND THE WORLD 

ON A WHEEL. By John Foster 

Eraser. With 100 Illustrations. 

Crown Svo. 6s. 

' A classic of cycling, graphic and witty.' — 

Yorkshire Post. 

R. L. Jefferson. A NEW RIDE TO 
KHIVA. By R. L. Jefferson. 
Illustrated. Crown Svo. 6s. 

J. K. Trotter. THE NIGER 
SOURCES. By Colonel J. K. 
Trotter, R.A With a Map and 
Illustrations. Crown Svo. 55. 

W. Crooke. THE NORTH- 
WESTERN PROVINCES OF 
INDIA: Their Ethnology and 
Administration. By W. Crooke. 
With Maps and Illustrations. Demy 
Svo, UQs. 6d, 

A. Boisragon. THE BENIN MAS- 
SACRE. By Captain Boisragon. 
Second Edition. Cr, Svo, 31. 6d, 

H.S.Cowper. THE HILL OF THE 
GRACES : OR, the Great Stone 
Temples of Tripoli. By H. S. 
COWPER.F.S.A. With Maps, Plans, 
and 75 Illustrations. • Demy Svo, 
•LOS, 6d. 
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W. R Worafold. SOUTH AFRICA. 
By W. B. WoRSFOLD, M.A. With 
a Map. Second Edition, Cr, Bvo. 6s. 

'A monumental work compressed into a 
very moderate compass.' — World. 

Katlierine and Gilbert Macqnoid. IN 
PARIS. By Katherine and Gil- 
bert Macquoid. Illustrated by 



Thomas R. Macquoid, R.I. With 
3 maps. Crown 8vo. is. 

' A useful little guide, judiciously supplied 
with information.' — AthenautH. 

A.H.Keaiie. THE BOER STATES : 
A History and Description of the 
Transvaal and the Orange Free State. 
By A. H. Keane, M.A. With 
Map. Crown Zvo. 6j. 



Naval and Military 



F. H. E. Cuniare. THE HISTORY 
OF THE BOER WAR. By F. H. 
E. Cunliffe, Fellow of All Souls' 
College, Oxford. With many Illus- 
trations, Plans, and Portraits. In 2 
vols. Vol, /., 15J. 

' The excellence of the work is double ; for 
the narrative is vivid and temperate, and 
the illustrations form a picture gallery 
of the war which is not likely to be 
rivalled. ... An ideal gift book.' — 
Academy. 

G. 8. BobertsoxL CHITRAL: The 
Story of a Minor Siege. By Sir 
G. S. Robertson, K.C.S.I. With 
numerouslllustrations, Mapand Plans. 
Second Edition, Demy 8vo. 10s, 6d. 

' A book which the Elizabethans would have 
thought wonderful. More thrilling, more 
piquant, and more human than any 
novel.' — Newcastle Chronicle. 

< As fascinating as Sir Walter Scott's best 
fiction.'—Daily Telegraph. 

R. S. S. Baden-PoweU. THE DOWN- 
FALL OF PREMPEH. A Diary of 
Life in Ashanti, 1895. By Maj.-Gen. 
Baden-Powell. With 21 Illustra- 
tions and a Map. Third Edition. 
Large Crown Bvo. 6s. 

R. S. S. Baden-Powell. THEMATA- 
BELE CAMPAIGN, 1896. By Maj. - 
Gen. Baden-Powell. With nearly 
100 Illustrations. Fourth and Cheaper 
Edition, Large Crown Svo. 6s. 

J. B. Atkins. THE RELIEF OF 
LADYSMITH. By John Black 
Atkins. With 16 Plans and Illus- 
trations. Third Edition, Crown 
Svo. 6s, 

H.W.Ne7inB0n. LADYSMITH : The 
Diary of a Siege. By H. W. Nevin- 



SON. With 16 Illustrations and a 
Plan. Second Edition, Crown Svo. 6s. 

Barclay Lloyd. A THOUSAND 
MILES WITH THE C.I.V. By 
Captain Barclay Lloyd. With 
an Introduction by Colonel Mac- 
Kinnon, and a Portrait and Map. 
Crown Svo. 6s, 

Filson Young. THE RELIEF OF 
MAFEKING. By Filson Young. 
With Maps and Illustrations. Crown 
Svo, 6s, 

J. Angus Hamilton. THE SIEGE 
OF MAFEKING. By J. Angus 
Hamilton. With many Illustra- 
tions. Crown Svo, 6s, 
' A thrilling story.' — Obseruer. 

H. F. Prevost Battersby IN THE 

WEB OF A WAR. By H. F. 

Prevost Battersby. With Plans, 

and Portrait of the Author. Crown 

Svo, 6s, 

'The pathos, the comedy, the majesty of 

war are all in these pages.' — Daily 

Mail. 

Howard C. Hillegas. WITH THE 

BOER FORCES. By Howard C. 

HiLLEGAS. With 24 Illustrations. 

Second Edition, Crown Svo, 6s. 

'A most interesting book. It has many 

and great merits.' — Athenatum. 
' Has extreme interest and scarcely less 
value.'-^/'o// Mall Gazette. 

H. C. J. Biss. THE RELIEF OF 

KUMASI. By Captain H. C. J. 

Biss. With Maps and Illustrations. 

Second Edition. Crown Svo. 6s. 

* Pleasantly written and highlv interesting. 

The illustrations are admirable. ' — Queen. 

' We should say it vrill remain the standard 

work on its very interesting subject.' — 

Globe* 
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E. H. Aldenon. WITH THE 
MOUNTED INFANTRY AND 
THE MASHONALAND FIELD 
FORCE. 1896. By Lieut. -Colonel 
Alderson. With numerous Illus- 
trations and Plans. Demy Svo, 
10s, 6d. 

Seymour Vandeleur. CAMPAIGN. 
ING ON THE UPPER NILE 
AND NIGER. By Lieut. Seymour 
Vandeleur. With an Introduction 
by Sir G. GoLDiE. K.C.M.G. With 
4 Maps, Illustrations, and Plans. 
Large Crown 8vo. 10s, 6d, 

Lord Fineaitle. A FRONTIER 
CAMPAIGN. By Viscount Fin- 
CASTLE, V.C., and Lieut. P. C. 
Elliott-Lockhart. With a Map 
and 16 Illustrations. Second Edition. 
Crown Svo, 6s, 

E. N. Bennett. THE DOWNFALL 
OF THE DERVISHES : A Sketch 
of the Sudan Campaign of 1898. By 
E. N. Bennett, Fellow of Hertford 
College. With a Photogravure Por- 
trait of Lord Kitchener. Third 
Edition » Crown Svo, y. 6d. 

W. Kinnaird Rose. WITH THE 
GREEKS IN THESSALY. By 



W. Kinnaird Rose. With Illus- 
trations. Crown Svo. 6s, 

G. W. Steevens. NAVAL POLICY : 
ByG. W. Steevens. Demy Svo. 6s, 

D. Hannay. A SHORT HISTORY 

OF THE ROYAL NAVY, From 

Early Times to the Present Day. 

By David Hannay. Illustrated. 

2 Vols. Demy Svo, js. 6d. eacA, 

Vol. I., 1200- 1688. 

' We read it from cover to cover at a sitting, 

and those who go to it for a lively and 

brisk pictnre of uiejpast, with all its faults 

and its grandeur, will not be disappointed. 

The historian is endowed with literary 

skill and stylc'-^tandmrd. 

E. L. S. Horslmrgb. WATERLOO: A 

Narrative and Criticism. By E^ L. S. 

HoRSBURGH, M.A With Plans. 

Second Edition, Crown Svo, 51. 

'A brilliant essay — simple, sound, and 

thorough.' — Daily CkrcnicU, 

H. B. George. BATTLES OF 
ENGLISH HISTORY. By H. B. 
George, M.A, Fellow of New 
College, Oxford. With numerous 
Plans. Third Edition, Cr, Svo, 6s. 
* Mr. George has undertaken a very useful 
task — that of making military amurs in- 
telligible and instructive to non>miUtary 
readers — and has executed it with a 
large measure of success.' — Tim4s, 



General Literature 



8. Baring Ctonld. OLD COUNTRY 
LIFE. ByS. Baring Gould. With 
Sixty-seven Illustrations. Large Cr, 
Svo. Fiflk Edition, 6s, 

< ' * Old Country Life," as healthy wholesome 
reading, full of breezy life and move- 
ment, full of quaint stories vigorously 
told, will not be excelled by any book to 
be published throughout the year. 
Sound, hearty, and English to the core. ' 
—lf^0rld, 

& Baring Gould. AN OLD ENGLISH 
HOME. By S. Baring Gould. 
With numerous Plans and Illustra- 
tions. Crown Svo. 6s, 

' The chapters are delightfully fresh, very 
informmg, and lightened by many a ^ood 
story. A delightful fireside companion. ' 
•St, James* s Gautte. 



8. Baring: Ck>uld. HISTORIC 
ODDITIES AND STRANGE 
EVENTS. By S. Baring Gould. 
Fifth Edition, Crown Svo, 6s, 

S. Baring Ctould. FREAKS OF 
FANATICISM. By S. Baring 
Gould. Third Edition, Cr,Svo, 6s. 

S. Baring Ckrald. A GARLAND OF 
COUNTRY SONG : English Folk 
Songs with their Traditional Melodies. 
Collected and arranged by S. Baring 
Gould and H. F. Sheppard. 
Demy 4/^. 6s. 

a Baring Gould. SONGS OF THE 
WEST: Traditional Ballads and 
Songs of the West of England, with 
their Melodies. Collected by S. 
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Baring Gould, M.A., and H. F. 
Sheppard, M.A. In 4 Parts. Parts 
/., //., ///., 3J. each. Part IV,, $s. 
In one Vol,, French morocco, 15J. 

' A rich collection of hnmour, pathos, grace, 
and poetic fancy.' — Saturday RevUw. 

S. BaxiniT Ctould. YORKSHIRE 
ODDITIES AND STRANGE 
EVENTS. By S. Baring Gould. 
Fifth Edition, Crown Svo, 6s, 

S. Barincr Ctould. STRANGE SUR- 
VIVALS AND SUPERSTITIONS. 
By S. Baring Gould. Cr, Svo. 
Second Edition. 6s, 

Marie CorellL THE PASSING OF 
THE GREAT QUEEN : A Tribute 
to the Noble Life of Victoria Regina. 
By Marie CoRELLi. Small 4^, is. 

Cotton MinChln. OLD HARROW 
DAYS. By J. G. Cotton Minchin. 
Cr. Svo, Second Edition, 51. 

W. E. Gladstone. THE SPEECHES 
OF THE RT. HON. W. E. GLAD- 
STONE, M.P. Edited by A. W. 
HuTTON, M.A., and H, J. Cohen, 
M.A. With Portraits. Demy Svo, 
Vols, IX, and X,, 12s. 6d, each. 

M. N. Oxford. A HANDBOOK OF 
NURSING. By M. N. Oxford, of 
Guy's Hospital Crown Svo. y. 6d. 

* The most useful work of the kind that we 
have seen. A most valuable and prac* 
tical manual.' — Manchester Gumreuan, 

E. y. Zenker. ANARCHISM. By 
E. V. Zenker. Demy Svo, js, 6d, 

Emily Lawleas. A GARDEN DIARY. 
By the Hon. Emily Lawless. 
Demy Svo, js, 6d. net, 

B. J. Duncan. ON THE OTHER 
SIDE OF THF LATCH. By SARA 
Jeannette Duncan (Mrs. Cotes), 
Author of • A Voyage of Consolation. ' 
Crown Svo, dr, 

W. WilUamflon. THE BRITISH 
GARDENER. By W. Williamson. 
Illustrated. Demy Svo. 10s. 6d. 

Arnold WHite. EFFICIENCY AND 
EMPIRE. By Arnold White. 
Crown Svo, 6s. 

I 'Stimulating and entertaining throughout, 



it deserves the attention of every patriotic 

Englishman.' — Daily Mail, 
'A notable book.' — Literature, 
'A book of sound work, deep thought, uid 

a sincere endeavour to rouse the British 

to a knowledge of the value of their 

Empire.' — Bookman. 

* A more vigorous work has not been written 

for many years.' — Review of the Week. 

A. SUva White. THE EXPANSION 
OF EGYPT: A Political and His- 
torical Survey. By A. SiLVA White. 
With four Special Maps. Demy Svo, 
icr. net, 

* Thb is emi>hatically the best account of 

Egypt as it is under English control that 
h^ been published for many years.'— 
spectator. 

Chas. Richardson. THE ENGLISH 

TU RF. By Charles Richardson. 

With numerous Illustrations and 

Plans, Demy Svo, 15J. 

'As a record of horses and courses^ this 

work is a valuable addition to the htera< 

ture of the Turf. It is crammed with 

sound information, and with reflections 

and suggestions that are bom of a 

thoroug^knowledge of the subject.'— 

Scotsman. 

' A book which is sure to find many readers ; 

written with consummate luiowledge 

and in an easy, agreeable style.' — Daily 

Chronicle, 

* From its sensible introduction to its very 

complex index, this is about the best book 
that we are likely for some time to see 
upon the subject vrith which it deals.' — 
^ tnentB am, 

Philip Trevor. THE LIGHTER 

SIDE OF CRICKET By Captain 

Philip Trevor (Dux). Crown Svo. 

6s. 

A highly interesting volume, dealing^ with 

such subjects as county cricket, village 

cricket, cricket for boys and girls, 

literary cricket, and various other sub* 

jects which do not require a severe and 

technical treatment. 

'A wholly entertaining book.' — Gla^ynit 

Herald. 
'The most welcome book on our national 
game published for years.' — County 
Gentleman, 

Peter Be<dtford. THOUGHTS ON 
HUNTING. By Peter Beckford. 
Edited by J. Otuo Paget, and 
Illustrated by G. H. Jalland. 
Demy Svo, 10s, 6d. 

* Beckford's "Thoughts on Hunting " has 
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long been a classic with sportsmen, and 
the present edition will go fiv to maike it 
a favourite with lovers of literature.' — 
Sfemker, 

E. B. mcbelL THE ART AND 
PRACTICE OF HAWKING. By 
E. B. MiCHKLL. With 3 Photo- 
gravures by G. E. Lodge, and other 
Illustrations. Demy Zvo, lof. 6^ 
' No book is more full and authoritative than 
this handsome treatise.' 

— MoKMing LeatUr. 

H. G. Hutchinsoii. THE GOLFING 
PILGRIM. By Horace G. 
Hutchinson. Crown Bvo, 6s, 
' Without this book the golfer's library will 
be iacompUtc'— Pail MaUGaseite. 

J. Wdls. OXFORD AND OXFORD 
LIFE. By Members of the Uni- 
versity. Edited by J. Wells, M. A. , 
Fellow and Tutor of Wadham College. 
TMird Edition, Cr, Stw, y, 6d, 

a G. Robertson. VOCES ACADE- 

MICiE. By C. Grant Robertson, 

M.A, Fellow of All Souls', Oxford. 

With a Frontispiece. PottBvo, y.6d, 

* Decidedly clever and amusing.'— 

^tM€iutitnt, 

BoBemazy Cotes. DANTE'S GAR- 
DEN. By Rosemary Cotes. With 
a Frontispiece. Second Edition, Fcp. 
Bvo, 25. 6d, Leather^ y, 6d, net, 
*A charming collection of legends of the 
flowers mentioned by Jyaaitt7—Academy. 

Clifford Harrison. READING AND 
READERS. By Clifford Harri- 
son. Fcp, Bvo, 2J. 6d, 
*An extremely sen^ble little book.' — Man- 
chesttr Guardian, 



L. WHiWey. GREEK OLIGARCH- 
IES: THEIR ORGANISATION 
AND CHARACTER. By L. 
Whiblet, M.A., Fellow of Pem- 
broke College, Cambridge. Crouni 
Bvo, dr. 

L. L. Price. ECONOMIC SCIENCE 
AND PRACTICE. By L. L.Price, 
M.A., Fellow of Oriel College, Ox- 
ford. Crown Bvo, dr. 
J. & SbedlOCk. THE PIANOFORTE 
SONATA : Its Origin and Develop- 
ment. By J. S. Shsdlock. Crown 
Bvo, 5J. 
' This work should be in the possession of 
every musician and amateur. A concise 
and lucad history and a very Talnable 
work for reference.' — AtAemeum, 

A. Hnlme Beaman. PONS ASIN- 
ORUM; OR, A GUIDE TO 
• BRIDGE. By A. Hulme Bea- 
man. FcapBvo. 2J. 
A practical euide, ^th many^ specimen 
games, to uie new game of Bridge. 

RUBowden. THE EXAMPLE OF 
BUDDHA : Being Quotations from 
Bnddhist Literature for each Day in 
the Year. Compiled by E. M. 
BoWDEN. Third Edition. i6mo, 
as. 6d. 

P. Ware. EDUCATIONAL RE- 
FORM. By Fabian Ware, M.A. 
Crown Bvo, as. 6d, 

Sidney PeeL PRACTICAL LICENS- 
ING REFORM. By the Hon Sid- 
ney Peel, late Fellow of Trinity 
College, Oxford, and Secretary to 
the Royal Commission on the Licens- 
ing Laws. Crown Bvo, is, 6d, 



Philosophy 



L. T. Hobbouse. THE THEORY OF 
KNOWLEDGE. By L. T. Hob- 
house, Fellow of C.C.C., Oxford. 
Demy Bvo. 21s, 
'The most important contribution to 
English philosophy since the publication 
of Mr. Bradley s "Appearance and 
Reality." '—Gla^vw Herald. 

W. H. Fairbrotber. THE PHILO- 
SOPHY OF T. H. GREEN. By 
W. H. Fairbrother, M.A. Second 
Edition* Cr, Bvo, y. 6d, 



*In every way an admirable book.* — 
Glasj^w Herald. 

F. W. BuflselL THE SCHOOL OF 
PLATO. By F. W. Bussell. D.D. , 
Fellow of Brasenose College, Oxford. 
Demy Bvo, 10s, 6d, 

F. & Granger. THE WORSHIP 
OF THE ROMANS. By F. S. 
Granger, M.A., Litt.D. Crown 
Bvo. df. 
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Science 



E. H. ColbedL DISEASES OF THE 
HEART. By E. H. Colbeck, 
M.D. With numerous Illustrations. 
Demy Svo. 12s. 

W. C. C. Fakes. THE SCIENCE OF 
HYGIENE. By W. C. C. Pakes. 
With numerous Illustrations. Demy 
Svo, 15J. 

' A thoroughgoing workine text-book of 
its subject, practical and well-stodced.' 
— Scotsman. 

A T. Hare. THE CONSTRUC- 
TION OF LARGE INDUCTION 
COILS. By A. T. Hare, M.A. 
With numerous Diagrams. Demy 

Svo. 6s, 

» 

J. E. Marr. THE SCIENTIFIC 
STUDY OF SCENERY. By J. E. 
Marr, F.R.S., Fellow of St. John's 
College, Cambridge. Illustrated. 
Crown Svo, 6j. 

'A volume, moderate in size and readable 
in style, which will be acceptable alike 
to the student ef geology and geo- 
graphy, and to the tourist.' — A thenetum. 

J. Ritzema Bos. AGRICULTURAL 
ZOOLOGY. ByDr. J. Ritzema Bos. 
Translated by J. R. Ainsworth 
Davis, M.A. With an Introduction 
by Eleanor A. Ormerod, F.E.S. 
With 155 Illustrations. Crown Svo, 
3J. 6d, 

'The illustrations are exceedingly good, 
whilst the information conveyed is in- 
valuable.'— CMf»^ Gentleman. 

Ed. yon Freudenreicli. DAIRY 
BACTERIOLOGY. A Short Manual 
for the Use of Students. By Dr. 



Ed. von Freudenreich, Trans- 
lated by J. R. Ainsworth Davis, 
M.A. Second Edition^ Revised. 
Crown Svo. as, 6d, 

Clialmers mtcheU. OUTLINES OF 
BIOLOGY. By P. Chalmers 
Mitchell, M.A Illustrated, Cr, 
Svo, 6s, 

A text-b«ok designed to cover the new 
Schedule issued by the Royal College 
of Physicians and Surgeons. 

George Hassee. A MONOGRAPH 
OF THE MYXOGASTRES. By 
George Massee. With 13 Coloured 
Plates. Royal Svo. jSs. net, 

* A work much in advance of any book in 

the language treating of this group of 
organisms. Indispensable to every 
stndeat of the Mjrxogastrcs.' — Nmiure. 

C. Stephenson and F. Suddards. 
ORNAMENTAL DESIGN FOR 
WOVEN FABRICS. By C. 

Stephenson, of the Technical 
College, Bradford, and F. Suddards, 
of the Yorkshire College, Leeds. 
With 65 full-page plates. Demy Siw. 
Second Edition. 75. 6d. 

* The book is very ably done, dii^laying an 

intimate knowledge of prinaples, good 
taste, and the faculty of clear exposi- 
tion. — Yorkshire Post. 

C. C. Channer and M." E. Boberts. 

LACE-MAKING IN THE MID- 
LANDS, PAST AND PRESENT. 
By C. C. Channer and M. E. 
Roberts. With 16 full-page Illus- 
trations. Crown Svo, . 2J. 63i 

An interesting book, illustrated by fascin* 
ating photographs.' — Speaker. 



Theology 



W. R. Inge. CHRISTIAN MYSTI- 
CISM. The Bampton Lectures 
for 1899. By W. R. Inge, M.A., 
Fellow and Tutor of Hertford 



College, Oxford. Demy Svo 12s, 6d, 
net. 
' It is fully worthy of the best traditions 
connected with the Bampton Lecture* 
»bip.'—JleeonL 
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Lady Julian of NorwiclL REVELA- 
TIONS OF DIVINE LOVE. By 
the Lady Julian of Norwich. 
Edited by Grace Warr ACK. Crown 
Svo. 6s. 
A partially modernised versionj from the 
MS.^ in the British Museum of a book 
which Dr. Daleaims terms ' One of the 
most remarkable books of the Middle 
Ages.' Mr. Inge in his Bampton Lec- 
tures on Christian Mysticism calls it 
* The beautiful but little known Revela- 
tions.* 

R.M. Benson. THE VV^AY OF HOLI- 
NESS: a Devotional Commentary 
on the iiQth Psalm. By R. M. 
Benson, M.A., of the Cowley 
Mission, Oxford. Cronrni Bvo. $s. 
'His facility is delightful, and his very 
sound and accurate theological sense 
saves him from many of the obvious 
dangers of such a gift. Give him a 
word or a number and at once there 
springs forth a fertile stream of thought, 
never commonplace, usually both deep 
and fresh. For devotional purposes we 
think this book most valuable. Readers 
will find a great wealth of thought if 
they use the book simply as a help to 
meditation.' — Guardian. 

Jacob Bellmen. THE SUPERSENS- 
UAL LIFE. By Jacob Behmen. 
Edited by Bernard Holland. 
I*'cap Svo. y. 6d, 

8. R. Driver. SERMONS ON SUB- 
JECTS CONNECTED WITH 
THE OLD TESTAMENT. By S. 
R. Driver, D.D., Canon of Christ 
Church, Regius Professor of Hebrew 
in the University of Oxford. Cr. Svo, 

'A welcome companion to the author's 
famous " Introduction." ' — Guardian. 

T. K. Cheyne. FOUNDERS OF OLD 
TESTAMENT CRITICISM. By 
T. K. Cheyne, D.D., Oriel Pro- 
fessor at Oxford. Large Crown Svo. 
js. 6d. 
A historical sketch of O. T. Criticism. 

Walter Lock. ST. PAUL, THE 
MASTER-BUILDER. By Walter 
Lock, D.D., Warden of Keble 
College. Crown Svo, y. 6d. 
'The essence of the Pauline teaching is 
condensed into little more than a hun- 
dred pages, yet no point of importance 
IS overlooked.'— Guardian, 



F. 8. Granger. THE SOUL OF A 
CHRISTIAN. By F. S. Granger. 
M.A., Litt.D. Crown Svo, ^ 6s, 
A hook dealing with the evolution of the 
religious life and experiences. 

* A remarkable book.' — Glasg^ow Herald. 

* Both a scholarly and thoughtful book.'— 

Scotstnan. 

H. RaahdalL DOCTRINE AND 

DEVELOPMENT. By Hastings 

Rashdall, M. a. , Fellow and Tutor 

of New College, Oxford. Cr.Svo. 6s, 

ttttHenson. APOSTOLIC CHRIS- 
TIANITY: As Illustrated by the 
Epistles of St. Paul to the Corinthians. 
By H. H. Henson, M.A., Fellow of 
All Souls', Oxford, Canon of West- 
minster. Cr, Svo. 6s. 

H. H. Henaon. DISCIPLINE AND 
LAW. By H. Hensley Henson, 
M.A., Fellow of All Souls', Oxford. 
Fcap. Svo. zs. 6d. 

H. H. Henson. LIGHT AND 
LEAVEN : Historical and 
Social Sermons. By H. H. Hen- 
son, M.A. Crown Svo. 6s. 

J. Honghton Kennedy. ST. PAUL'S 
SECOND AND THIRD 
EPISTLES TO THE CORIN- 
THIANS. With Introduction, Dis- 
sertations, and Notes, by James 
Houghton Kennedy, D.D., 
Assistant Lecturer in Divinity in the 
University of Dublin. Crown Svo. 6s. 

Bennett and Adeney. A BIBLICAL 
INTRODUCTION. By W. H. 
Bennett, M. A. , and W. F. Adeney, 
M.A. Crown Svo. js, 6d, 

* It makes available to the ordinary reader 

the best scholarship of the day in the 
field of Biblical introduction. We know 
of no book which comes into competi- 
tion with it.' — Manchester Guat^ian. 

W. H. Bennett. A PRIMER OF 
THE BIBLE. By W. H. Bennett. 
Second Edition. Cr. Svo. as. 6d. 

* The work of an honest, fearless, and sound 

critic, and an excellent guide in a small 
compass to the books of the Bible.' — 
Manchester Guardian. 

C. F. O. Masterman. TENNYSON 
AS A RELIGIOUS TEACHER. 
By C. F. G. Masterman. Crown 
Svo. 6s. 

* A thoughtful and penetrating appreciation, 

full of interest and suggestion.' — W^rid, 
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WlUiam Earrison. CLOVELLY 
SERMONS. By William Harri- 
son, M.A., late Rector of Clovelly. 
With a Preface by ' LuCAS Malet.' 
Cr. Svo. 3^. 6d, 

Cecilia BoblnBon. THE MINISTRY 
OF DEACONESSES. By Deacon- 
ness Cecilia Robinson. With an 
Introduction by the Lord Bishop of 
Winchester. Cr, Stw. y, 6d, 

'A learned and interesting book.' — Scois- 
man. 

E. B. Layard. RELIGION IN BOY- 
HOOD. Notes on the Religious 
Training of Boys. By E. B. 
Layard, M.A. i8mo, is. 

T. Herbert Bindley. THE OECU- 
MENICAL DOCUMENTS OF 
THE FAITH. Edited with Intro- 
ductions and Notes by T. Herbert 
Bindley, B.D., Merton College, 
Oxford. Crown Svo. 6s. 
a historical account of the Creeds. 

H. M. Barron. TEXTS FOR SER- 
MONS ON VARIOUS OCCA- 
SIONS AND SUBJECTS. Com- 
piled and Arranged by H. M. Bar- 
ron, B.A., of Wadham College, 
Oxford, with a Preface by Canon 
Scott Holland. Crown Svo. y. 
6d. 

W. Yorke Fansset. THE DE 
CATECHIZANDIS RUDIBUS 
OF ST. AUGUSTINE. Edited, 



with Introduction, Notes, etc., by 
W. Yorke Fausset, M.A. Cr. Svo. 
y. 6d. 

J.H.Bum. THE SOUL'S PILGRIM- 
AGE : Devotional Readings from 
the published and unpublished 
writings of George Body, D.D. 
Selected and arranged by J. H. 
Burn, B.D. Pott Svo. zs. 6d. 

F. Weston. THE HOLY SACRI- 
FICE. By F. Weston, M.A, 
Curate of St. Matthew's, Westmin- 
ster. Pott Svo. 6d. net, 

1 Kempis. THE IMITATION OF 

CHRIST. By Thomas k Kempis. 

With an Introduction by Dean 

Farrar. Illustrated by C. M. 

Gere. Second Edition, Fcap, Svo, 

y. 6d, Padded morocco, y. 

'Amongst all the innumerable English 

editions of the "Imitation," there can 

have been few which were prettier than 

this one^ printed in strong and handsome 

t3rpe, with ail the glory of red initials.' — 

Glas^yw Herald, 

J. Keble. THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. 
By John Keble. With an Intro- 
duction and Notes by W. Lock, 
D.D., Warden of Keble College. 
Illustrated by R. Anning Bell. 
Second Edition, Fcap, Svo, y, 6d. 
Padded morocco. 5s. 
' The present edition is annotated with all 

the care and insight to be expected from 

Mr. Lock.' — Guardian, 



^a^tord Commentarfea 

General Editor, Walter Lock, D.D., Warden of Keble College, Dean 
Ireland's Professor of Exegesis in the University of Oxford. 



THE BOOK OF JOB. Edited, with 
Introduction and Notes, by E. C. S. 
Gibson, D. D. , Vicar of Leeds. Demy 
Svo, 6s, 

' The publishers are to be congratulated on 

the start the series has made.' — Times. 
* Dr. Gibson's work is worthy of a high 



degree of appreciation. To the busy 
worker and ttie intelligent student the 
commentary will be a real boon ; and it 
will, if we are not mistaken, be much in 
demand. The^ Introduction is almost a 
model of concise, straightforward, pre- 
fatory remarks on the subject treated.' — 
AiAenaum, 



IbanOboofta of c:beolO0i2 

General Editor, A. Robertson, D.D., Principal of King's College, London. 

THE XXXIX. ARTICLES OF THE Principal of Wells Theological Col- 

CHURCH OF ENGLAND. Edited lege. Second and Cheaper Edition 

with an Introduction by E. C. S. in One Volume. Demy Svo. 12s. 6d. 

Gibson, D.D., Vicar of Leeds, late ' We welcome with the utmost satisfaction 
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a new, cheaper, and more convenient 
edition of Dr. Gibson's book. It was 

Seatly wanted. Dr. Gibson has given 
eological students just what they want, 
and we should like to think that it was 
in the hands of every candidate for 
orders.'— ^ifan/tan. 

AN INTRODUCTION TO THE 
HISTORY OF RELIGION. By 
F. B. JEVONS, M.A., Litt.D., Prin- 
cipal of Bishop Hatfield's Hall. 
Demy Svo, lor. 6d, 
* The merit of this book lies in the oenetra- 
tion, the singular acuteness and^force of 
the author's judgment. He is at once 
critical and luminous, at once just and 
suggestive. A comprehensive and 
thorough book.' — Birmingham Post, 

THE DOCTRINE OF THE INCAR- 
NATION. By R. L. Ottley, M. A. . 
late fellow of Magdalen College, 
Oxon. , and Principal of Pusey House. 
In Two Volumes. Demy Svo. 15J. 



' A clear and remarkably full accoant of the 
main currents of specnlatioQ. Sdidarly 
preciuon . . . genuine tolerance . . . 
mtense interest in his subject — are Mr. 
Ottley's merits.' — Guardian. 

AN INTRODUCTION TO THE 
HISTORY OF THE CREEDS. By 
A. E. Burn, B.D., Examining Chap- 
lain to the Bishop of Lichfield. Demy 
Svo. 10s. 6d. 
'This book may be expected to hold its 
place as an authority on its subject.' — 
S^eciatar, 

THE PHILOSOPHY OF RELIGION 
IN ENGLAND AND AMERICA. 
By Alfred Caldecott, D.D., 
Demy Svo. lor. 6d, 

' Singularly well-informed, comprehensive^ 

zxid. {axe.*— Glasgow Herald. 
*\ lucid and informative account, which 

certainly deserves a place 



in every 
philosophical library.' — Scotsman. 

XTbe Cbttrcbman'0 Xfbrari? 

General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D., Examining Chaplain to the 

Bishop of Ab^een. 



THE BEGINNINGS OF ENGLISH 
CHRISTIANITY. By W. E. Col- 
lins, M.A With Map. Cr. Svo. 
y. 6d. 
' An excellent example of thorough and fresh 
historical work.' — Guardian. 

SOME NEW TESTAMENT PRO- 
BLEMS. By Arthur Wright, 
M.A., Fellow of Queen's College, 
Cambridge. Crovm Svo. 6s. 
* Real students will revel in these reverent, 
acute, and pregnant essays in Biblical 
scholarship. — Great Thoughts. 

THE KINGDOM OF HEAVEN 
HERE AND HEREAFTER. By 
Canon Winterbotham, M.A., 



*A most able book at once exceedingly 
thoughtful and richly suggestive.'— ^^f- 
gow Herald. 

THE WORKMANSHIP OF THE 
PRAYER BOOK: Its Literary and 
Liturgical Aspects. By J. Dowden, 
D.D., Lord Bishop of Edinburgh. 
Crown Svo. y. 6a, 

'Scholarly and interesting.' — Manchester 
Guardian. 

EVOLUTION. ByF.B.jEVONS,M.A. 
LittD., Principal of Hatfield Hall, 
Durham. Crown Svo. y. 6d. 

' A well- written book, full of sound thinking 
happily txprtssed.'—Maiuhester Guar' 
dian. 



B.Sc, LL.B. Cr. Svo. y, 6d. 

XTbe Cbttrcbman'0 JSfble 

General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D. 

Messrs. Methuen are issuing a series of expositions upon most of the books 
of the Bible. The volumes will be practical and devotional, and the text of the 
authorised version is explained in sections, which will correspond as far as 
possible with the Chturch Lectionary. 



THE EPISTLE OF ST. P\UL TO 
THE GALATIANS. Explained by 
A. W. Robinson, Vicar of All 
Hallows, Barking. Fcap. Svo. is. 6d, 
net. 

* The most attractive, sensible, and instruc- 



tive manual for people at large, which 
we have ever seen.' — Church Gazette. 

ECCLESIASTES. Explained by A. 
W. Streane, D.D. Feap. Svo. 
IS. 6d. net, 
'Scholarly suggestive, and particularly 
interesting. '—Bookman. 
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THE EPISTLE OF PAUL THE 
APOSTLE TO THE PHILIP- 
PIANS. Explained by C. R. D. 
Biggs. B.D. Fcap. Svo, is. 6d. 
net. 

Mr. Biggs' work is very thorough, and he 



has managed to compress a good deal of 
information into a limited space.' 

—dtardian. 

THE EPISTLE OF ST. JAMES. 
Edited by H. W. Fulforb, M.A. 
Fcap, Svo, IS. 6d, net. 



XTbe Xibrari? ot 2)et'Otion 

Pott Svo, cloth y 2s.; /eatker, 2s. 6d. net. 

' This series is excellent.'— Thb Bishop op London. 
•Very delightful.'— The Bishop of Bath and Wells. 

* Well worth the attention of the Clergy.'— The Bishop of Lichfield. 

* The new " Library of Devotion " is excellent.'— The Bishop of Peterborough. 

* Chvauanz:— Record. * r».i;«r>»»r«i '— rA«,vrA rt^iit. 



Delightful.'— CAi^rrA Belts, 



THE CONFESSIONS OF ST. AU- 
GUSTINE. Newly Translated, 
with an Introduction and Notes, by 
C. Bigg, D.D., late Student of Christ 
Church. Third Edition. 
The translation is an excellent piece of 
English, and the introduction is a mas- 
terly expK>sition.^ We augur well of a 
series which begins so satisfactorily.' — 
Times. 

THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. By John 
Keble. With Introduction and 
Notes by Walter Lock, D.D., 
Warden of Keble College, Ireland 
Professor at Oxford. 

THE IMITATION OF CHRIST. A 
Revised Translation, with an Introduc- 
tion, by C. Bigg, D.D., late Student 
of Chnst Church. Second Edition. 

A practically new translation of this book, 
which the reader has, almost for the first 
time, exactly in the shape in which it 
left the hands of the author. 

A BOOK OF DEVOTIONS. By J. 
W. Stanbridge, B.D., Rector of 
Bainton, Canon of York, and some- 
time Fdlow of St. John's College, 
Oxford. 
* It is probably the best book of its kind. 1 1 
deserves high commendation.' — Church 
Gazette. 

LYRA INNOCENTIUM. By John 

Keble. Edited, with Introduction 

and Notes, by Walter Lock, D.D., 

Warden of Keble College, Oxford. 

' This sweet and fragrant book has never 



been published 
Academy. 



more attractively.' — 



A SERIOUS CALL TO A DEVOUT 
AND HOLY LIFE. By William 
Law. Edited, with an Introduction, 
by C. Bigg, D.D., late Student of 
Christ Church. 
This is a reprint, word for word and line for 
line, of the Editio Princess. 

THE TEMPLE. By George Her- 
bert. Edited, with an Introduction 
and Notes, by E. C. S. Gibson, 
D.D. , Vicar of Leeds. 
This edition contains Walton's Life of 
Herbert, and the text is that of the first 
edition. 

A GUIDE TO ETERNITY. By 
Cardinal Bona. Edited, with an 
Introduction and Notes, by J. W". 
Stanbridge, B.D., late Fellow of 
St. John's College, Oxford. 

THE PSALMS OF DAVID. With an 

Introduction and Notes by B. W*. 

Randolph, D.D., Principal of the 

Theological College, Ely. 

A devotional and practical edition of the 

Prayer Book version of the P^ms. 

LYRA APOSTOLICA. With an In- 
troduction by Canon Scott Hol* 
LAND, and Notes by H. C. Beech- 
ING, M.A. 

THE INNER WAY. Being Thirty- 
six Sermons for Festivals by John 
Tauler. Edited, with an Introduc- 
tion, by A. W. HUTTON, M.A. 
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TLcnbcvB ot Velfoion 

Edited by H. C. BEECHING, M. A. With Portraits, Crown »w. ^s. 6d. 
A series of short biographies of the most prominent leaders of religious 
life and thought of all ages and countries. 
The following are ready — 



CARDINAL NEWMAN. By R. H. 

HUTTON. 

JOHN WESLEY. By J. H. Over- 
ton, M.A 

BISHOP WILBERFORCE. By G. 
W. Daniell, M.A 

CARDINAL MANNING. By A W. 
HUTTON, M.A 

CHARLES SIMEON. By H. C. G. 

MouLE, D.D. 
JOHN KEBLE. By Walter Lock. 

D.D. 
THOMAS CHALMERS. By Mrs. 

Oliphant 
LANCELOT ANDREWES. By R. 

L. Ottley, M.A. 



AUGUSTINE OF CANTERBURY. 

By E. L. Cutts, D.D. 
WILLIAM LAUD. By W. H. 

Hutton, M.A. 
JOHN KNOX. By F. MacCunn. 
JOHN HOWE. By R. F. Horton, 

D.D. 
BISHOP KEN. By F. A Clarke, 

M.A 
GEORGE FOX, THE QUAKER. 

ByT. HODGKIN, D.C.L. 
JOHN DONNE. By Augustus 

JESSOPP, D.D. 
THOMAS CRANMER. By. A. J. 

Mason. 
BISHOP LATIMER. By R. M. Car- 

LYLE and A. J. Carlyle, M.A. 



Other volumes will be announced in due course. 



Fiction 



Marie Corelli's Novels 

Crown Svo, 6s. each. 



A ROMANCE OF TWO WORLDS. 

Twenty-Second Edition, 
VENDETTA. Sixteenth EdiHon, 
THELMA. Twenty-Fifth Edition. 

ARDATH: THE STORY OF A 
DEAD SELF. Thirteenth Edition. 

THE SOUL OF LILITH. Tenth 
Edition. 

WORMWOOD. Eleventh Edition. 

BARABBAS ; A DREAM OF THE 
WORLD'S TRAGEDY. Thirty- 
sixth Edition. 

* The tender reverence of the treatment 

and the imaginative beauty of the writ- 
ing have reconciled us to the daring of 
the conception, and the conviction is 
forced on us that even so exalted a sub* 
ject cannot be made too familiar to us, 
provided it be presented in the true spirit 
of Christian faith. The amplifications 
of the Scripture narrative are often con- 
ceived with high poetic insight, and thb 
"Dream of the Worid's Tragedy'* is 
a lofty and not badequate paraphrase 
of the supreme climax of the inspired 
narrative.'— Z>«*^/«« Review, 
THE SORROWS OF SATAN. 
Forty-Fourth Edition. 

* A very powerful piece of work. . . . The 



conception is nia|n>ificent, and is likely 
to win aa abidmg place within the 
memory of man. . . . The author hats 
immense command of langpoage, and a 
limitless audacity. . . . This interesting 
and remarkable romance will live long 
after much of the ephemeral literature 
of the day is forgotten. ... A literary 
phenomenon . . . novel, and even sub- 
lime.'— W. T. Stbao tn the Review 
of Reviews. 
THE MASTER CHRISTIAN. 

[160/A Thousand, 
'It cannot be denied that "The Master 
Christian " is a powerful book ; that it is 
one likely to raise uncomfortable c^ues- 
tions in all but the most self-satisfied 
readers, and that it strikes at the root 
of the failure of the Churches — the decay 
of faith — in a manner which shows the 
inevitable disaster heaping; up . . . The 
good Cardinal Bonpr6 is a beautiful 
n^re, fit to stand beside the good 
Bishop in "Les Mis^rables" . . . The 
chapter in which the Cardinal appears 
with Manuel before Leo xiii. is char- 
acterised by extraordinary realism and 
dramatic intensity ... It is a book with 
a serious purpose expressed with abso- 
lute unconventionality and passion . . . 
And this is to say it is a book worth 
reading.'— ^xammrr. 
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Anthony Hope's Novels 

Crown Svo, 6s. each. 



THE GOD IN THE CAR. Ninth 

Edition. 
'A very remarkable book, deserving of 
critical analysis impossible within our 
limit ; brilliant, but not superficial ; 
well considered, but not elaborated ; 
constructed with the proverbial art that 
conceals, but yet allows itself to be 
enjoyed by readers to whom fine literary 
method is a keen pleasure.'— The World, 
A CHANGE OF AIR. Sixth Edition, 
*A graceful, vivacious comedy, true to 
human nature. The characters are 
traced with a masterly hand^'—Titnes. 
A MAN OF MARK. Ei/th Edition. 
•Of all Mr. Hope's books, "A Man of 
Mark" is the one which best compares 
with "The Prisoner of Zenda."'— 
National Observer. 
THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT 
ANTONIO. Fourth Edition. 
'It is a perfectly enchanting story of love 
and chivalry, and pure romance. The 
Count is the most constant, desperate, 
and modest and tender of lovers, a peer- 
less gentleman, an intrepid fighter, a 



faithful friend, and a magnanimous foe. ' 
— Guardian. 
PHROSO. Illustrated by H. R. 
Millar. Fifth Edition, 
* The tale is thoroughly fresh, quick with 
vitality, stirring the blood.'— .y/. James's 
Gasette. 
SIMON DALE.. lUustrated. Fifth 
Edition. 
'There is searching analysis of human 
nature, with a most ingeniously con- 
structed plot. Mr. Hope has drawn the 
contrasts of his women with marvellous 
subtlety and delicacy.' — Titnes. 
THE KING'S MIRROR. Third 
Edition, 
'In elegance, delica^, and tact it ranks 
with the best of his novels, while in the 
wide ranee of its ^rtraiture and the 
subtilty of its analysis it surpasses all his 
earlier ventures. *— Spectator. 
QUISANTE. Third Edition, 
' The book b notable for a very high liter- 
ary quality, and an impress of power 
and mastery on every page.'— ^at^ 
Chronicle, 



Gilbert Parker's Novels 

Crown Svo. 6s. each. 



PIERRE AND HIS PEOPLE. 
Fifth Edition, 
'Stories happily conceived and finely ex- 
ecuted. There is strength and genius in 
Mr. Parker's style.'— i?«i^ Telegraph. 

MRS. FALCHION. Fourth EdiHon. 
' A splendid study of character.' — 

Athenteum, 

THE TRANSLATION OF A 
SAVAGE. 
'The plot is original and one difficult to 
work out ; but Mr. Parker has done it 
with great skill and delicacy.' 

—Daily Chronicle. 

THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. 

Illustrated. Seventh Edition, 
' A rousing and dramatic tale. A book like 
this, in which swords flash, ^reat sur- 
prises are undertaken, and daring; deeds 
done, in which men and women live and 
love in the old passionate way, is a joy 
inexpressible.' — Daily Chronicle. 

WHEN VALMOND CAME TO 

PONTIAC: The Story of a Lost 

Napoleon. Fifth Edition, 

' Here we find romance — real, breathing, 

livin^^ romance. The charapter of Val- 



mond is drawn unerringly. '->Pa// Mall 
Gazette, 
AN ADVENTURER OF THE 
NORTH : The Last Adventures of 
* Pretty Pierre.' Second Edition. 
' The present book is full of fine and mov- 
ing stories of the great North, and it 
will add to Mr. Parker's already high 
reputation.' — Glasgow Herald. 
THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. 
Illustrated. Elevetith Edition, 
Mr. Parker has produced a really fine 
historical Vkov^w—Athenaum, 
' A great book.'— 5/ac* and White, 
THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG: 
a Romance of Two Kingdoms. 
Illustrated. Fourth Edition, 
' Nothing more vigorous or more human has 
come from Mr. Gilbert Parker than this 
novel. It has all the graphic power of 
his last book, with truer feeling for tiie 
romance, both of human life and wild 
nature. ' — Literature. 
THE POMP OF THE LAVILET- 
TES. Second Edition, ^s. 6d. 
'Unforced pathos, and a deeper know- 
ledge of human nature than Mr. Parker 
has ever displayed before.'— Pa// Mall 
Gazette^ 
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8. Baring Gould's Novels 

Crcwn Svo. 6s, each. 



ARMINELL. Fifth Edition, 
URITH. Fifth Edition, 
IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. 
Seventh Edition, 

MRS. CURGENVEN OF CURGEN- 
VEN. Fourth Edition, 

CHEAP JACK ZITA. Fourth EdiHon. 

THE QUEEN OF LOVE. Fifth 
Edition, 

MARGERY OF QUETHER. Third 
Edition, 

JACQUETTA Third Edition, 

KITTY ALONE. Fifth EdiHon, 

NO^MI. Illustrated. Fourth Edition. 



THE BROOM-SQUIRE lUustrated. 
Fourth Edition. 

THE PENNYCOMEQUICKS 
Third Edition, 

DARTMOOR IDYLLS. 

GUAVAS THE TINNER, lUus- 
trated. Second Edition, 

BLADYS. Illustrated. Second Edition, 

DOMITIA. Illustrated. Seicond Edi- 
tion, 

PABO THE PRIEST. 

WINEFRED. Illustrated. Second 
Edition, 

THE FROBISHERS. 



Conaii Doyle. ROUND THE RED 
LAMP. By A Conan Doyle. 
Seventh Edition, Crown Svo, 6s. 
'The book is far and away the best riew 
that has been vouchsafed us behind the 
scenes of the consulting-room.' — Illus- 
trated London News. 

Stanley Weyman. UNDER THE 
RED ROBE. By Stanley Wey- 
man, Author of ' A Gentleman of 
France.* With Illustrations by R. C. 
WCKDDVILLE. Sixteenth Edition. 
Crown Svo, 6s. 

* Every one who reads books at all must 

read this thrilling romance, from the 
first page of which to the last the breath- 
less reader is haled along. An inspira- 
tion of manliness and courage.' — Daily 
Chronicle. 
Lucas Malet. THE WAGES OF 
SIN. By Lucas Malet. Thir- 
teenth Edition. Crown Svo, 6s. 

Lucas Malet. THE CARISSIMA 
By Lucas Malet, Author of * The 
Wages of Sin,' etc. Fourth Edition. 
Crown Svo. 6s, 

Lucas Malet THE GATELESS 
BARRIER. By LucAS Malet, 
Author of 'The Wages of Sin.' 
Third Edition, Crown Svo. 6s. 

* The story is told with a sense of style and a 

dramatic vigour that makes it a pleasure 
to read. The workmanship arouses en- 
thusiasm. ' — Times. 
W. W. Jacobs. A MASTER OF 
CRAFT. By W. W. Jacobs. 



Author of 'Many Cargoes.' Illus- 
trated. Fourth Edition, Crown 
Svo. y. 6d. 

* Can be unreservedly recommended^ to all 

who have not lost their appetite for 
wholesome laughter.' — Spectator. 
'The best humorous book published for 
many a day.' — Black and White. 
W, W. Jacobs. MANY CARGOES. 
By W. W. Jacobs. Twenty-Jifth 
Edition, Crown Svo, y. 6d. 

W.W.Jacobs. SEA URCHINS. By 
W. W. Jacobs. Crown Svo, y. 6d. 

EdnaLyaU. DERRICK VAUGHAN, 
NOVELIST, ^nd thousand. By 
Edna Lyall. Crown Svo. y. 6d. 

George Oissing. THE TOWN TRA- 
VELLER. By George Gissing, 
Author of * Demos,' * In the Year of 
Jubilee,' etc. Second Edition. Cr. 
Svo. 6s. 
'It is a bright and witty book above all 
things. Polly Sparkes is a splendid bit 
of yroTV:—Pall Mall GazetU. 

* The spirit of Dickens is in it.' — Bookman. 

Oeorge Oissiiig. THE CROWN OF 
LIFE. By George Gissing, Author 
of * Demos,' * The Town Traveller,' 
etc. Crown Svo. 6s, 

Henry James. THE SOFT SIDE. 
By Henry James, Author of • What 
Maisie Knew.* Second Edition, 
Crown Svo, 6s, 

* The amazing cleverness marks the great 

worker. '--Speaker, 
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E. James. THE SACRED FOUNT. 
By Henry James, Author of * What 
Maisie Knew.' Crown Svo. 6s. 

* *' The Sacred Fount" is only for the few, 

but they williprize it highly, for it is 

worthy of its illustrious author.'— /'a// 

Mali Gazette, 

8. R. Crockett. LOCHINVAR. By 

S. R. Crockett, Author of 'The 

Raiders,' etc. Illustrated. Second 

Edition, Crown Svo. 6s. 

* Full of gallantry and pathos, of the clash 

of arms, and brightened by episodes 

of humour and love.' — JVestminster 

Gazette. 

8. R. Crockett. THE STANDARD 

bearer. By S. R. CROCKETT. 

Crown Svo, 6s. 

* A delightful tale.' Speaker. 

* Mr. Crockett at his htst.' -^Literature. 

Arthur Morrison. TALES OF 
MEAN STREETS. By Arthur 
Morrison. Fifth Edition. Cr. 
Svo. 6s. 

Told with consummate art and extra- 
ordinary detail. In the true humanity 
of the book lies its justification, the 
permanence of its interest, and its in- 
dubitable triumph.' — Athetueum. 
'A great book. The author's method is 
amazingly effective, and produces a 
thrilling sense of reality. The writer 
lays upon us a master hand. The book 
is simply appalling and irresistible in 
its interest. ^ It is humorous also ; with- 
out humour it would not make Uie mark 
it is certain to make.' — World. 

Arthur Morrison. A CHILD OF 
THE JAGO. By Arthur Morri- 
son. Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

* The book is a masterpiece.' — Pall Mall 

Gazette. 

* Told with great vigour and powerful sim- 

plicity.' — A theneeunt, 

Arthur Morrison. TO LONDON 
TOWN. By Arthur Morrison, 
Author of 'Tales of Mean Streets,' 
etc. Second Edition. Crown Svo. 6s. 

* We have idyllic pictures, woodland scenes 

full of tenderness and grace. . . . This 
is the new Mr. Arthur Morrison gracious 
and tender, sympathetic and human.' — 
Daily Telegraph. 

Arthur Morrison. CUNNING 
MURRELL. By Arthur Mor- 
rison, Author of 'A Child of the 
Jago,' etc. Crown Svo. 6s, 
'The plot hangs admirably. The dialogue 

is perfect.* — Daily Mail. 
'Admirable. , . . Delightful humorous 



relief ... a most artistic and satis- 
factory achievement.' — Spectator, 

MazFemberton. THE FOOTSTEPS 
OF A THRONE. By Max Pem- 
BERTON. Illustrated. Second Edi- 
tion. Crown Svo. 6s. 
' A story of pure adventure, with a sensa- 
tion on every page.' — Daily Mail, 

M. Sutherland. ONE HOUR AND 

THE NEXT. By The Duchess 

OF Sutherland. Third Edition, 

Crown Svo. 6s. 

'Passionate, vivid, dramatic' — Literature. 

Mrs. Clifford. A FLASH OF 
SUMMER. By Mrs. W. K. Clif- 
ford, Author of *Aunt Anne,' etc. 
Second Edition, Crown Svo. 6s. 
' The story is a very beautiful one, exquis- 
itely to\d.'—Speaker. 

Emily Lawless. HURRISH. By the 
Honble. Emily Lawless, Author of 
«Maelcho,'etc. Fifth Edition. Cr. 
Svo. 6s. 

Emily Lawless. MAELCHO : a Six- 
teenth Century Romance. By the 
Honble. Emilt Lawless. Second 
Edition. Crown Svo. 6s. 
* A really great book.' — Spectaior. 

Emily Lawless. TRAITS AND 
CONFIDENCES. By the Honble. 
Emily Lawless. Crown Svo. 6s. 

Eden PhiUpotts. LYING P R O- 
PHETS. By Eden Phillpotts. 
Crown Svo, 6s. 

Eden PhiUpotts. CHILDREN OF 
THE MIST. By Eden Phillpotts. 
Crown Svo. 6s. 

Eden Phillpotts. THE HUMAN 
BOY. By Eden Phillpotts, Author 
of • Children of the Mist.' With a 
Frontispiece. Fourth Edition, Crown 
Svo. 6s. 
' Mr. Phillpotts knows exactly what school- 
boys do, and can lay bare their inmost 
thoughts ; likewise he shows an all-per- 
vading sense of humour.' — Academy. 

Eden PhiUpotts. SONS OF THE 
MORNING. By Eden Phill- 
potts, Author of 'The Children of 
the Mist.' Second Edition. Crown 
Svo. 6s. 
'A book of strange power and fascination.' 

— Morning Post. 
' Inimitable humotir.' — Daily Graphic* 
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Jane Barlow. A CREEL OF IRISH 
STORIES. By Jane Barlow, 
Author of ' Irish Idylls.' Second 
Edition, Crown %vo, 6s. 
'Vivid and singularly real.' — Scotsmast. 

Jane Barlow. FROM THE EAST 
UNTO THE WEST. By Jane 
Barlow. Crown Svo, 6s, 

J. H. Hndlater. THE GREEN 

GRAVES OF BALGOWRIE. By 

Jane H. Findlater. Fourth 

Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

'A powerful and vivid story.' — Standard. 

' A beautiful story, sad and strange as truth 

itxlf.'^yanitj^ Fair. 
'A singularly original, clever, and beautiful 

story. ' — Guardian. 
' Reveals to us a new writer of undoubted 

faculty^ and reserve force.' — S^tator. 
' An exquisite idyll, delicate, affecting, and 
htaMX.]£ai:'-Black and White. 

J. H. Findlater. A DAUGHTER 
OF STRIFE. By Jane H. Find- 
later. Crown Svo. 6s. 

J. H. Findlater. RACHEL. By 
Jane H. Findlater. Second 
Edition. Crown Svo. 6s, 
* A not unworthy successor to " The Green 
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Graves of Balgowrie." *— Critic. 

J. H. and KEary Findlater. TALES 
THAT ARE TOLD. By Jane H. 
Findlater, and Mary Findlater. 
Crown Svo. 6s. 

* Delightful and graceful stories for which 

we have the warmest welcome.' — 
Literature. 

Mary Findlater. A NARROW WAY. 
By Mary Findlater, Author of 
•Over the Hills.' Third Edition. 
Crown Svo, 6s. 

* A wholesome, thoughtful, and interesting 

novel.' — Morning Post. 
' Singularly pleasant, full of quiet humour 
and tender sympathy.' — Manchester 
Guardian. 

Mary Findlater. OVER THE 
HILLS. By Mary Findlater. 
Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

* A strong and wise book of deep insight and 

unflinching truth.' — Birmingham Post. 

Mary Findlater. BETTY MUS- 
GRAVE. By Mary Findlater. 
Second Edition. ^ Crown Svo, 6s. 

* Handled with dignity and delicacy. . . . 

A most touching sXory.* —Spectator. 



Alfred OUivant. OWD BOB, THE 
GREY DOG OF KENMUIR. By 
Alfred Ollivant. Fourth Rdition. 
Cr, Svo. 6s. 

* Weird, thrilling, strikingly graphic.' — 

Punch. 

'We admire this book. . . . It is one to read 
with admiration and to prabe with en- 
thusiasm.' — Bookman. 

' It is a fine, open-air, blood-stirring book, 
to be enjoyed by every man and woman 
to whom a dog is dear.' — Literature. 

B. M. Croker. PEGGY OF THE 
BARTONS. By B. M. Croker, 
Author of 'Diaina Barrington.' 
Fifth Edition. Crown Svo, 6s. 
' Mrs. Croker excels in the admirably ^mple, 
easy, and direct flow of her narrative, the 
briskness of her dialogue, and the geni- 
ality of her portraiture.'— -5]^fto/^. 

B. M. Croker. A STATE SECRET. 
By B. M. Croker, Author of • Pe^gy 
of the Bartons, ' etc. Second Edition., 
Crown Svo, y, 6d. 

'Full of humour, and always fresh and 
pleasing.' — Daily Express, 

* Ingenious, humorous, pretty, pathetic' — 

World. 

H. O. Wells. THE STOLEN BA- 
CILLUS, and other Stories. By 
H. G. Wells. Second Edition, 
Crown Svo. 6s. 

* The impressions of a rery striking imagina- 

tion.' — Saturday Review, 

H. O. Wells. THE PLATTNER 
STORY AND Others. By H. G. 
Wells. Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 
6s. 
' Weird and mysterious, they seem to hold 
the reader as by a magic spell.' — Scott- 
man. 

Sara JeaxmetteDnncan. A VOYAGE 
OF CONSOLATION. By Sara 
Jeannette Duncan, Author of ' An 
American Girl in London.' Illus- 
trated. Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

* The dialogue is full of wit.'— Globe. 

Sara Jeannette Dnncan. THE PATH 
OF A STAR. By Sara Jeannette 
Duncan, Author of ' A Voyage of 
Consolation.' Illustrated. Second 
Edition, Crown Svo. 6s, 

C. F. Keary. THE JOURNALIST. 

By C. F. Kearv. Cr. Svo. 6s, 
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W.E.Noni0. MATTHEW AUSTIN. 
Bj W. E. NosRis, Author of * Made- 
moiselle de Mersac,' etc. Fourth 
Edition, Crown Svo, 6s, 

* An intellectually satisfactory and morally 

bracing noveL' — Daily TiUgrupk, 

W.E.NorriB. HIS GRACE. ByW.E. 
NoRRiS. Third Edition, Cr. Svo, 

es, 

W. E. NorrlB. THE DESPOTIC 
LADY AND OTHERS. By W. E. 
NORRIS. Crown Svo, 6s, 

W.E NorrlB. CLARISSA FURIOSA. 
By W. E. NORRIS. Cr, Svo, 6s, 

* As a story it is admirable, as ajeu d esprit 

it is capital, as a lay sermon studded 
with gems of wit and wisdom it is a 
model.'— rA« World, 

W.E. Norris. GILES INGILBY. By 
W. E. Norris. Illustrated. Second 
Edition, Crown Svo, 6s, 

* Interesting, wholesome, and chaumingly 

ymXXKoJ—Glasgcw Herald, 

W. E NorrlB. AN OCTAVE. By 
W. K Norris. Second Edition, 
Crown Svo, 6s. 

W. Clark RUBseU. MY DANISH 
SWEETHEART. By W. Clark 
Russell. Illustrated. Fourth 
Edition, Crvwn Svo, 6s, 

Bobert Bair. IN THE MIDST OF 

ALARMS. By Robert Barr. 

Third Edition, Cr, Svo. 6s, 

' A book which has abundantly satisfied us 

byitscapital humour.' — Daily ChronicU, 

Bobert Bair. THE MUTABLE 
MANY. By Robert Barr. Second 
Edition, Crown Svo, 6s, 

* Very much the best novel that Mr. Barr 

has yet given us. There is much insight 
in it, and much excellent humour. — 
Dtnly ChfvmcU. 

Bobert Barr. THE COUNTESS 
TEKLA. By Robert Barr. Third 
Edition, Crown Svo, 6s, 
'Of these mediaeval romances, which are 
now gaining ground, "The Countess 
Tekla " is the very best we have seen. 
The story is written in clear English, 
and a picturesque, moving style.' — Pall 
Mall Gazette. 
Bobert BaiT. THE STRONG ARM. 
By Robert Barr, Author of * The 
Countess Tekla.' Illustrated. Second 
Edition, Svo. 6s, 



0, J. Onteliills H^e. PRINCE 
RUPERT THE BUCCANEER. 
By C. J. CuTCLiFPE Hyne, Author 
of 'Captain Kettle.* With 8 lUus- 
trations by G. Grenville Manton. 
Second Edition, Crown Svo, 6s, 

A narrative of the romantic adventures of 
the famous Prince Rupert, and of his 
exploits in the Spanish Indies after the 
Cromwellian wars. 

Mrs. Dudeney. THE THIRD 
FLOOR. By Mrs. Dudeney, 
Author of 'Folly Comer.' Second 
Edition, Crown Svo. 6s, 

*€)ne of the^ brightest, wittiest, and most 
entertaining novels published this 
spring. ' — sketch. 

Andrew Balfour. BY STROKE OF 
SWORD. By A. Balfour. Illus- 
trated. Fourth Edition, Cr, Svo. 6s. 

' A recital of thrilling interest, told inth 
unflagging yigoxa. —Globe, 

Andrew Balfour. TO ARMS! By 
Andrew Balfour. Illustrated. 
Second Edition. Crown Svo. 6s. 

* The marvellous perils through which Allan 

passes arc told in powe^ul and lively 
fashion. '—Pall MaU Gautte. 

Andrew Balfour. VENGEANCE IS 
MINE. By Andrew Balfour, 
Author of 'By Stroke of Sword.* 
Illustrated. Crown Svo, 6s, 

* A vigorous piece of work, well written, and 

aMunding in stirring incidents.' — Glas» 
gow Herald. 

B.Hioben8. BYEWAYS. By Robert 
HiCHENS. Author of ' Flames,' etc. 
Second Edition. Cr, Svo. 6s, 

* The work is undeniably that of a man of 

striking imagination. — Daily Hews. 

B. HiehenB. TONGUES OF 
CONSCIENCE. By Robert 
HiCHENS, Author of 'Flames.' 
Second Edition, Crown Svo. 6s. 

' Of a strange, haunting quality.' — Glasgow 
Herald. 

Stephen Crane. WOUNDS IN 
THE RAIN. War Stories. By 
Stephen Crane, Author of 'The 
Red Badge of Courage.' Second 
Edition, Crown Svo, 6s, 
' A fascinating yoh2xnc.''^Spectator, 
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DorottiMi Genzd. THE CON- 
QUEST OF LONDON. By 
Dorothea Gbrasd, Author of 
'Lady Baby.' SecondEdiHon, Crown 
dvo, 6s, 

* Br'i(At and tnteKtahung.'—S/ectat»r. 
'Uisnly entertaining and enjoyable.' — 

SofUman. 

Dorotbea 0«rard. THE SUPREME 
CRIME. By Dorothea Gerard. 
Crown Bvo. 6s, 

* One of the very best plots we have met 

with in recent fiction, and handled with 



thatquiet _ 

dittingnisho the author's best 

C. F. GOML THE REDEMPTION 

OF DAVID CORSON. By C F. 

GOSS. THrd Edition, Crown 8zw. dr. 

* Dramatic instinct and a vigoroas imagina* 

tion mark this soul history of a Qoaker 

mystic ' — A tkeiututm. 

' A really fine book.'— Pt^^ Ofimiom. 

*A powerfnl and original book, and un- 

nsoally striking.* — PiM* 
'Worthy to stand hi|;h in the ranks of 
modem fiction. ' — Ltttraturg, 



OTHER 8IX-8HIIJJNQ NOVELS 

Crown %oo. 



A SECRETARY OF LEGATION. 
By Hope Dawlish. 

THE SALVATION SEEKERS. By 
Noel Ainslie. 

STRANGE HAPPENINGS. By W. 

Clark Russell and other Authors. 
THE BLACK WOLFS BREED. 

By Harris Dickson. Illustrated. 

Second Edition, 

BELINDA FITZWARREN. By the 
Earl of Iddbsleigh. 

DERWENT'S HORSE. By Victor 

Rousseau. 
ANNE MAULEVERER. By Mrs. 

Caffyn (Iota). 
SIREN CITY. By Benjamin Swift. 

AN ENGLISHMAN. By Mary L. 

Pendered. 
THE PLUNDERERS. By MORLEY 

Roberts. 
THE HUMAN INTEREST. By 

Violet Hunt. 
THE KING OF ANDAMAN: A 

Saviour of Society. By J. Mac- 

LAREN Cobban. 
THE ANGEL OF THE COVE- 
NANT. By J. Maclaren Cobban. 
IN THE DAY OF ADVERSITY. 

By J. Bloundelle- Burton. 
DENOUNCED. By J. Bloundelle- 

Burton. 
THE CLASH OF ARMS. By J. 

Bloundelle-Burton. 

ACROSS THE SALT SEAS. By J. 

Bloundelle-Burton. 



SERVANTS OF SIN. By J. Bloun- 
delle-Burton. 

PATH AND GOAL. Second Edition. 
By Ada Cambridge. 

THE SEEN AND THE UNSEEN. 
By Richard Marsh. 

MARVELS AND MYSTERIES. By 
Richard Marsh. 

ELMSLIE*S DRAG-NET. By E. H. 

Strain. 

A FOREST OFFICER. By Mrs. 
Penny. 

THE WHITE HECATOMB. By 
W. C. Scully. 

BETWEEN SUN AND SAND. By 
W. C. Scully. 

SIR ROBERTS FORTUNE. By 
Mrs. Oliphant. 

THE TWO MARYS. By Mrs. 

Oliphant. 
THE LADY'S WALK. By Mrs. 

Oliphant. 
MIRRY-ANN. By Norma Lorimer. 
JOSIAH'S WIFE. By Norma 

Lorimer. 
THE STRONG GOD CIRCUM- 

STANCE. By Helen Shipton. 

CHRISTALLA By EsmA Stuart. 
THE DESPATCH RIDER. By 

Ernest Glanvillb 
AN ENEMY TO THE KING. By 

R. N. Stephens. 
A GENTLEMAN PLAYER. By 

R. N. Stephens. 
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THE PATHS OF THE PRUDENT. 
By J. S. Fletcher. 

THE BUILDERS. By J. S. 
Fletcher. 

DANIEL WHYTE. By A. J. Daw- 
son. 

THE CAPSINA By E. F. Benson. 

DODO : A DETAIL OF THE DAY. 
By E. F. Benson. 

THE VINTAGE. By E. F. BENSON. 
Illustrated by G. P. Jacomb-Hood. 

ROSE A CHARLITTE. By Mar- 
shall Saunders. 

WILLOWBRAKE. By R. Murray 
Gilchrist 

THINGS THAT HAVE HAP- 
PENED. By Dorothea Gerard. 

LONE PINE: A ROMANCE OF 
MEXICAN LIFE. By R. B. 

TOWNSHEND. 

WILT THOU HAVE THIS 
WOMAN? By J. Maclaren 
Cobban. 

A PASSIONATE PILGRIM. By 
Percy White. 

SECRETARY TO BAYNE, M.P. 
By W. Pett Ridge. 

ADRIAN ROME. By K Dawson 
and A. MoORE. 

GALLIA By M]£nie Muriel 
DowiE. 

THE CROOK OF THE BOUGH. 
By M^NiE Muriel Dowie. 

A BUSINESS IN GREAT WATERS. 

By Julian Corbett, 
MISS ERIN. By M. E. Francis. 
ANANIAS. By the Hon. Mrs. Alan 

Brodrick. 
CORRAGEEN IN '98. By Mrs. 

Orfen. 
THE PLUNDER PIT. By J. Keigh- 

LEY SnOWDEN. 

CROSS TRAILS. By Victor Waite. 

SUCCESSORS TO THE TITLE. 
By Mrs. Walford. 

KIRKHAM'S FIND. By Mary 
Gaunt. 

DEADMAN'S. By Mary GAUNT. 

CAPTAIN JACOBUS : A ROMANCE 
OF THE ROAD. By L. Cope Corn- 
ford. 



SONS OF ADVERSITY. By L. Cope 
Cornford. 

THE KING OF ALBERIA By 
Laura Daintrey. 

THE DAUGHTER OF ALOUETTE. 
By Mary A Owen. 

CHILDREN OF THIS WORLD. 
By Ellen F. Pinsent. 

AN ELECTRIC SPARK. By G. 
Manyillb Fenn. 

UNDER SHADOW OF THE 
MISSION. By L. S. McChesney. 

THE SPECULATORS. By J. F. 
Brewer. 

THE SPIRIT OF STORM. By 
Ronald Ross. 

THE QUEENSBERRY CUP. By 

Clive p. Wolley. 
A HOME IN INVERESK. By T. 

L. Paton. 

MISS ARMSTRONG'S AND 
OTHER CIRCUMSTANCES. By 
John Davidson. 

DR. CONGALTON'S LEGACY. By 
Henry Johnston. 

TIME AND THE WOMAN. By 
Richard Pryce. 

THIS MAN'S DOMINION. By the 
Author of • A High LitUe World.' 

DIOGENES OF LONDON. By H. 
B. Marriott Watson. 

THE STONE DRAGON. By 
R. Murray Gilchrist. 

A VICAR'S WIFE. By Evelyn 

Dickinson. 
ELSA By E. M'Queen Gray. 

THE SINGER OF MARLY. By I. 

Hooper. 
THE FALL OF THE SPARROW. 

By M. C. Balfour. 

A SERIOUS COMEDY. By Herbert 

MORRAH. 
THE FAITHFUL CITY. By 
Herbert Morrah. 

IN THE GREAT DEEP. By J. A. 

Barry. 
BIJLI. THE DANCER. By James 

Blythe Patton. 
THE PHILANTHROPIST. By 

Lucy Maynard. 
VAUSSORE. By FRANCIS Brune, 
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THREE-AND-8IXPENNY NOVELS 

Crown %vo. 



THE MESS DECK. By W. F. 
Shannon. 

A SON OF THE STATE By W. 
Pett Ridgb. 

CEASE FIRE! By J. Maclaren 

Cobban. 

THE KLOOF BRIDE. By Ernest 
Glanvillb. 

THE LOST REGIMENT. By 
Ernest Glanville. 

BUNTER'S CRUISE By Charles 
Gleig. Illustrated. 

THE ADVENTURE OF PRIN- 
CESS SYLVIA. By Mrs. .C. N. 
Williamson. 

A VENDETTA OF THE DESERT. 
By W. C, Scully. 

SUBJECT TO VANITY. By Mar- 
garet Benson. 

FITZJAMES. By Lilian Street. 

THE SIGN OF THE SPIDER. Fifth 
Edition. By Bertram Mitford. 

THE MOVING FINGER. By Mary 

Gaunt. 
JACOTRELOAR. ByJ. H. Pearce. 

THE DANCE OF THE HOURS. 

By 'Vera.' 
A WOMAN OF FORTY. By ESM^ 

Stuart. 
A CUMBERER OF THE GROUND. 

By Constance Smith. 
THE SIN OF ANGELS. By Evelyn 

Dickinson. 



AUT DIABOLUS AUT NIHIL. 
ByX.L. 

THE COMING OF CUCULAIN. 
By Standish O'Grady. 

THE GODS GIVE MY DONKEY 

WINGS. By Angus Evan Abbott. 

THE STAR GAZERS. By G. Man- 

VILLB FeNN. 

THE POISON OF ASPS. By R. 

Orton Prowse. 
THE QUIET MRS. FLEMING. By 

R Psv^K 

DISENCHANTMENT. By F.Mabel 

Robinson. 
THE SQUIRE OF WANDALES. 

By A Shield. 

A REVEREND GENTLEMAN. By 
J. M. Cobban. 

A DEPLORABLE AFFAIR. By 
W. E NORRIS. 

A CAVALIER'S LADYE. By Mrs. 
Dicker. 

THE PRODIGALS. By Mrs. 
Oliphant. 

THE SUPPLANTER. By P. Neu- 
mann. 

A MAN WITH BLACK EYE- 
LASHES. By H. A Kennedy. 

A HANDFUL OF EXOTICS. By 
S. Gordon. 

AN ODD EXPERIMENT. By 

Hannah Lynch. 
TALES OF NORTHUMBRIA. By 

Howard Pease. 



HALF-CROWN NOVELS 

Crown Svo, 



HOVENDEN, V.C. By F. Mabel 

R OBI NSON 

THE PLAN OF CAMPAIGN. By 

F. Mabel Robinson. 
MR. BUTLER'S WARD. By F. 

Mabel Robinson. 
ELI'S CHILDREN. By G. Man- 

VILLE FENN. 

A DOUBLE KNOT. By G. Man- 

VILLS FENN. 

DISARMED. By M. Betham 

Edwards, 



IN TENT AND BUNGALOW. By 
the Author of * Indian Idylls.' 

MY STEWARDSHIP. By E. 
M'QuEEN Gray. 

JACK'S FATHER. By W. E. 

N orris 
A LOST* ILLUSION. By Leslie 

Keith. 

THE TRUE HISTORY OF JOSHUA 
DAVIDSON, Christian and Com- 
munist. By E Lynn Lynton. 
Eleventh Edition, Post ^vo, is. 
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XCbe 1Plo\>eIi6t 

Messrs. Methuen are making an interesting experiment which constitutes a 
fresh departure in publishing. They are issuing under the above general title 
a Monthly Series of Novels by popular authors at the price of Sixpence. Many 
of these Novels have never been published before. Each Number is as long as 
the average Six Shilling Novel The first numbers of ' The Novelist ' are as 
follows : — 

I. DEAD MEN TELL NO TALES. 

E. W. HORNUNG. 

n. JENNIE BAXTER, JOURNA- 
LIST. Robert Barr. 

III. THE INCA'S TREASURE. 

Ernest Glanville. 

IV. Out of print. 

V. FURZE BLOOM. S. Baring 

Gould. 
VI. BUNTER'S CRUISE. C. 
Gleig. 

VII. THE GAY DECEIVERS. 

Arthur Moore. 

VIII. PRISONERS OF WAR. A. 

BoYSON Weekes. 
IX. Out of print. 

X. VELDT AND LAAGER : Tales 
of the Transvaal. E. S. Valen- 
Tii^E. 

XI. THE NIGGER KNIGHTS. 

F. NORREYS CONNELL. 

XII, A MARRIAGE AT SEA. W. 
Clark Russell. 



XIH. 

XIV. 

XV. 

XVI. 

XVII. 

XVIII. 

XIX. 

XX. 
XXI. 



THE POMP OF THE LAVI- 
LETTES. Gilbert Parker. 

A MAN OF MARK. Anthony 
Hope. 

THE CARISSIMA LucAS 
Malet. 

THE LADY'S WALK. Mrs. 
Oliphant. 



DERRICK 
Edna Lyall. 

IN THE 
ALARMS. 



VAUGHAN. 

MIDST OF 
Robert Barr. 



HIS GRACE. W. E. 

NORRIS. 



DODO. E. F. Benson. 

CHEAP JACK ZITA 
Baring Gould. 



S. 



XXII. WHEN VALMOND CAME 
TO PONTIAC. Gilbert 
Parker. 



Aetbuen'0 Siipenni? Xibram? 

A New Series of Copyright Books 



I. THE MATABELE CAMPAIGN. 
By Major-General Baden- Powell. 

II. THE DOWNFALL OF PREM- 
PEH. By Major-General Baden- 
Powell. 

III. MY DANISH SWEETHEART. 
By W. Clark Russell. 

IV. IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. 
By S. Baring-Gould. 



V. PEGGY OF THE 
By B. M. Croker. 



BARTONS. 



VII. BADEN-POWELL OF MAFE- 
KING: A Biography. By J. S. 
Fletcher. 

VIII. ROBERTS OF PRETORIA. 
By J. S. Fletcher. 

IX. THE GREEN GRAVES OF 
BALGOWRIE. By Jane H. Find- 

LATER. 

X. THE STOLEN BACILLUS. By 
H. G. Wells. 

XI. MATTHEW AUSTIN. By W. 

E. NORRIS. 
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Books for Boys and Girls 



A Series of Books by well-known AuihorSy well illustrated. 

THREE-AND-8IXPENOE EAOH 

THE ICELANDER'S SWORD. By 
S. Baring Gould. 

TWO LITTLE CHILDREN AND 

CHING, By Edith E. Cuthell. 
TODDLEBEN'S HERO. By M. M. 

Blake. 

ONLY A GUARD -ROOM DOG. 
By Edith E, Cuthell. 



THE DOCTOR OF THE JULIET. 
By Harry Collingwood. 

MASTER ROCKAFELLAR'S VOY- 
AGE. By W. Clark Russell. 

SYD BELTON : Or, The Boy who 
would not go to Sea. By G. Man- 

viLLE Fenn. 



The Peacock Library 

A Series of Books for Girls by well-known Authors^ handsomely bounds 

and well illustrated. 



THREE-AND-8IXPENCE EAOH 



THE RED GRANGE. By Mrs. 

MOLESWORTH. 

THE SECRET OF MADAME DE 
MONLUC. By the Author of 
' Mdle. Mori.' 

OUT OF THE FASHION. By L. 
T. Meade. 



DUMPS. By Mrs. Parr. 

A GIRL OF THE PEOPLE. By 
L. T. Meade. 

HEPSY GIPSY. By L. T. Meade. 

THE HONOURABLE MISS. By 
L. T. Meade. 



University Extension Series 

A series of books on historical, literary, and scientific subjects, suitable for 
extension students and home-reading circles. Each volume is complete in 
itself, and the subjects are treated by competent writers in a broad and 
philosophic spirit. 

Edited by J. E. SYMES, M.A., 

Principal of University College, Nottingham. 
Crown hvo. Price {with some exceptions) 2s, 6d, 

The following volumes are ready : — 

THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY OF 



ENGLAND. By H. de B. Gibbins, 
Litt.D., M.A., late Scholar of Wad- 
ham College, Oxon., Cobden Prize- 
man. Seventh Edition, Revised. 
With Maps and Plans, y, 

A HISTORY OF ENGLISH POLITI- 
CAL ECONOMY. By L. L. Price, 



M.A., Fellow of Oriel College, Oxon. 
Third Edition, 

PROBLEMS OF POVERTY : An 
Inquiry into the Industrial Condi- 
tions of the Poor. Bjr J. A. HOBSON, 
M.A. Fourth Edition* 

VICTORIAN POETS. By A. Sharp. 
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The FRENCH REVOLUTION. By 
J. E. Stmes, M.A. 

PSYCHOLOGY. By F. S. Granger , 

M.A. Second Edition, 
THE EVOLUTION OF PLANT 

LIFE : Lower Forms. By G. 

Massee. With Illustrations. 

AIR AND WATER. By V. B. Lewes, 
M.A. Illustrated. 

THE CHEMISTRY OF LIFE AND 
HEALTH. By C. W. Kimmins, 
M.A. Illustrated. 

THE MECHANICS OF DAILY 
LIFE. By V. P. Sells, M.A Illus- 
trated. 

ENGLISH SOCIAL REFORMERS. 
By H. DE B. GiBBlNS, Litt.D., M.A. 

ENGLISH TRADE AND FINANCE 
IN THE SEVENTEENTH CEN- 
TURY. By W. A. S. Hewins, B.A. 

THE CHEMISTRY OF FIRE. The 
Elementary Principles of Chemistry. 
By M. M. Pattison Muir, M.A. 

Illustrated. 

A TEXT-BOOK OF AGRICUL- 
TURAL BOTANY. By M. C. 
Potter, M.A., F.L.S. Illustrated. 
3J. 6d, 



THE VAULT OF HEAVEN. A 
Popular Introduction to Astronomy. 
By R. A. Gregory. With numerous 
Illustrations. 

METEOROLOGY. The Elements of 
Weather and Climate. By H. N. 
Dickson, F.R.S.E., F.R. Met. Soc. 
Illustrated. 

A MANUAL OF ELECTRICAL 
SCIENCE. By GEORGE J. BuRCH, 
M.A., F.R.S. With numerous Illus- 
trations. 3^. 

THE EARTH. An Introduction to 
Physiography. By EvAN SMALL, 
M.A. Illustrated. 

INSECT LIFE. By F. W. Theo- 
BALD, M.A. Illustrated. 

ENGLISH POETRY FROM BLAKE 
TO BROWNING. By W. M. 
Dixon, M.A, 

ENGLISH LOCAL GOVERN- 
MENT. By E. Jenks, M.A, Pro- 
fessor of Law at University College, 
Liverpool. 

THE GREEK VIEW OF LIFE. By 
G. L. Dickinson, Fellow of King's 
College, Cambridge. Second Edition* 



Social Questions of To-day 

Edited by H. de B. GIBBINS, LittD., M.A. 

Crown Svo, 2s. ddT. 
The following Volumes of the Series are rectdy : — 



TRADE UNIONISM— NEW AND 
OLD. By G. Howell. Third 
Edition, 

THE CO - OPERATIVE MOVE- 
MENT TO-DAY. By G. J. Holy- 
OAKE. Second Edition, 

MUTUAL THRIFT. By Rev. J. 
Frome Wilkinson, M.A. 

PROBLEMS OF POVERTY. By J. 
A. HOBSON, M.A. Fourth Edition, 

THE COMMERCE OF NATIONS. 



THE RURAL EXODUS. 
Anderson Graham. 



By P. 



By 



LAND NATIONALIZATION. 
Harold Cox, B.A. 

A SHORTER WORKING DAY. 
By H. DE B. GiBBiNS, D.Litt., M.A., 
and R. A. Hadfield, of the Hecla 
Works, Sheffield. 

BACK TO THE LAND : An Inquiry 
into the Cure for Rural Depopulation. 
By H. E. Moore. 



By C. F. Bastable, M.A., Professor _ 

of Economics at Trinity College, TRUSTS, POOLS AND CORNERS. 

Dublin. Second EdiHon, By J. Stephen Jeans. 

THE ALIEN INVASION. By W. THE FACTORY SYSTEM. By R. 

H. WiLKINS, B.A. W. COOKE-TAYLOR. 
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THE STATE AND ITS CHIL- 
DREN. By Gertrude TucKWELL. 

WOMEN'S WORK. ByLADYDiLKE, 
Miss BuLLEY, and Miss Whitley. 

SOCIALISM AND MODERN 
THOUGHT. By M. Kaufmann. 

THE HOUSING OF THE WORK- 
ING CLASSES. By E. BOWMAKER. 

MODERN CIVILIZATION IN 
SOME OF ITS ECONOMIC 
ASPECTS. By W. Cunningham, 
D.D., Fellow of Trinity College, 
Cambridge. 



THE PROBLEM OF THE UK- 
EMPLOYED. By J. A. HOBSOM, 
RA 

LIFE IN WEST LONDON. By 
Arthur Sherwell, M.A Third 
Mdiiion, 

RAILWAY NATIONALIZATION. 
By Clement Edwards. 

WORKHOUSES AND PAUPER- 
ISM. By Louisa Twining. 

UNIVERSITY AND SOCIAL 
SETTLEMENTS. By W. Reason, 
M.A. 



Classical Translations 

Edited by H. F. FOX, M.A. , Fellow and Tutor of Brasenose Collie, Oxford. 



-<ESCHYLUS — Agamemnon, Choe- 
phoroe, Eumenides. Translated by 
Lewis Campbell, LL.D., late Pro- 
fessor of Greek at St. Andrews. 55. 

CICERO— De Oratore I. Translated 
by E. N. P. Moor, M.A y, 6d, 

CICERO— Select Orations(Pro Milone, 
Pro Murena, Philippic ll., In Catili- 
nam). Translated by H. E. D. 
Blakiston, M.A., Fellow and Tutor 
of Trinity College, Oxford. 55. 

CICERO— De Natura Deorum. Trans- 
lated by F. Brooks, M.A., late 
Scholar of Balliol College, Oxford. 
y. 6d. 

CICERO DE OFFICIIS. Translated 
byG. B. Gardiner, M.A Craitm 
Svo. as, 6d, 



HORACE: THE ODES AND 
EPODES. Translated by A 
GoDLEY, M.A., Fdlow of Magdalen 
College, Oxford, sj. 

LUCIAN — Six Dialogues (Nigrinus, 
Icaro - Menippus, The Cock, The 
Ship, The Parasite The Lover of 
Falsehood). Translated by S. T. 
Irwin, M.A., Assistant Master at 
Clifton; late Scholar of Exeter 
College, Oxford, y, 6d. 

SOPHOCLES — Electra and Ajax. 
Translated by E. D. A Morshead, 
M.A., Assistant Master at Win- 
chester. 2J. 6d. 

TACITUS— Agricola and Germania. 
Translated by R. B. Townshend, 
late Scholar of Trinity College, Cam- 
bridge. 25. 6d, 



Educational Books 



CLASSICAL 



THE NICOMACHEAN ETHICS 

OF ARISTOTLE. Edited with an 

Introduction and Notes by John 

Burnet, M.A., Professor of Greek 

at St. Andrews. Demy 8iw. 15^. 

net, 

' We must content ourselves with saving, in 

conclusion, that we have seldom, if ever, 

seen an edition of any classical author in 

which what is held in common with other 

commentators is so clearly and shortly 

}ut, and what is original is (with equal 

srevity) of such value and interest' 

-PUoU 



br 



THE CAPTIVI OF PLAUTUS. 
Edited, with an Introduction, Textual 
Notes, and a Commentary, by W. 
M. Lindsay, Fellowof Jesus College, 
Oxford. Demy Svo, 10s. 6d, net. 

For this edition all the important mss. have 
been re-collated. An appendix deals 
with the accentual element in^ early 
Latin verse. The Commentary is very 
fulL 

' A work of great erudition and fine scholar- 
ship.' — Scotsman, 
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A GREEK ANTHOLOGY. Selected 
by E. C. March ant, M.A., Fellow 
of Peterhouse, Cambridge, and Assis- 
tant Master at St. Paul's School. 
Crown Svo. y. 6d, 

PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN TRANS- 
LATION. By E. C. Marchant, 
M.A., Fellow of Peterhouse, Cam- 
bridge ; and A. M. CoOK, M.A, late 
Scholar of Wadham College, Oxford ; 
Assistant Masters at St. Paul's School. 
Crown 8vo, y, 6d, 
* We know no book of this class better fitted 

for ase in the higher forms of schools.' — 

Guardian. 

TACITI AGRICOLA. With Intro- 
duction, Notes, Map, etc. By R F. 
Davis, M.A, Assistant Master at 
Weymouth College. Crown 8vo. ss. 

TACITI GERMANIA. By the same 
Editor. Crown 8vo, 2S, 

HERODOTUS : EASY SELEC- 
TIONS. With Vocabulary. ByA.C. 
LiDDELL, M.A. Fcap. 8vo, is. 6d. 

SELECTIONS FROM THE ODYS- 
SEY. By E. D. Stone, M.A., late 
Assistant Master at Eton. Fcap, 8vo, 
IS. 6d. 

PLAUTUS: THE CAPTIVI. 
Adapted for Lower Forms by J. H. 



Freese, M.A., late Fellow of St. 
John's, Cambridge, is. 6d. 

DEMOSTHENES AGAINST 
CONON AND CALLICLES. 
Edited with Notes and Vocabulary, 
by F. Darwin Swift, M.A Feap. 

8vo, 2S. 

EXERCISES IN LATIN ACCI- 
DENCE. By S. E. WiNBOLT, 
Assistant Master in Christ's Hospital. 
Crown 8vo. is. 6d. 
An elementary book adapted for Lower 
Forms to accompany the shorter Latin 
primer. 

NOTES ON GREEK AND LATIN 
SYNTAX. ByG. BucKL and Green, 
M.A , Assistant Master at Edinburgh 
Academy, late Fellow of St. John's 
College, Oxon. Crown 8vo. 3J. 6^. 
Notes and explanations on the chief diffi- 
culties of Greek and Latin Syntax, with 
numerous passages for exercise. 

NEW TESTAMENT GREEK. A 
Course for Beginners. By G. Rod- 
well, B.A. With a Preface by 
Walter Lock, D.D., Warden of 
Keble College. Fcap. 8vo. y. 6d. 

THE FROGS OF ARISTOPHANES. 
Translated by E. W. Huntingford, 
M.A., Professor of Classics in Trinity 
College, Toronto. Cr. Svo. 2S. 6d, 



GERMAN 



A COMPANION GERMAN GRAM- 
MAR. By H. de B. Gibbins, D. Litt. , 
M.A.) Headmaster at Kidderminster 
Grammar School. Crown Svo, is. 6d, 



GERMAN PASSAGES FOR UN- 
SEEN TRANSLATION. By E. 
M 'Queen Gray. Crown Svo, 
2J. 6d. 
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GENERAL ELEMENTARY 
SCIENCE. By J. T. Dunn, D.Sc. , 
and V. A. Mundella. With 114 
Illustrations. Crown Svo. y. 6d. 

\Methuen*s Science Primers. 

THE WORLD OF SCIENCE. In- 
cluding Chemistry, Heat, Light, 
Sound, Magnetism, Electricity, 
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Elliott Steel, M.A., F.C.S, 147 
Illustrations. Second Edition, Cr, 
Svo. 2s. 6d, 

THE PRINCIPLES OF MAGNET- 
• ISM AND ELECTRICITY: an 
Elementary Text-Book. By P. L. 
Gray, B.Sc., formerly Lecturer in 
Physics in Mason University College, 
Birmingham. With 181 Diagrams. 
Crown Svo, 3J. 6d, 
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HOW TO MAKE A DRESS. By J. 
< A E. Wood. Illustrated, Second 
Edition. Cr, Bvo» is. 6d. 

CARPENTRY AND JOINERY. By 

F. C. Webber. Widi many lUustra- 

. tions. Second Edition. Cr. Svo. y. 6d, 

''An admirable elementary text-book on the 

subject.'— Builder. 

PRACTICAL MECHANICS. By 
Sidney H. Wells. With 75 Illus- 
trations and Diagrams. Cr.Svo. y.6d. 

PRACTICAL PHYSICS. By H. 
Stroud, D.Sc, M.A., Professor of 
Physics in the Durham College of 



Science, Newcastle-oa-Tyne. Fully 
illustrated. Crown %vo, 35. 6^. 

MILLINERY, THEORETICAL, 
AND PRACTICAL. By Clare 
Hill, Registered Teacher to the 
City and Guilds of London Institute. 
With numerous Diagrams. Crown 
Zvo. OS. 

PRACTICAL CHEMISTRY. 
By W. French, M.A., P^ncipal 
of the Storey Institute, Lancaster. 
Part I. With numerous diagrams. 
Crown Zvo. is. 6d. 
* An excellent &hd eminently practical little 
book. ' — SchoolmasUr. 
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ENGLISH RECORDS. A Companion 
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RIGHTS AND DUTIES. ByH. E. 
Malden, M.A. is. 6d. 

A DIGEST OF DEDUCTIVE 
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B.A. Crown Zvo, 2S, 6d, 

A CLASS-BOOK OF DICTATION 
PASSAGES. By W. Williamson, 
JB.A J^ourth Edition, Cr. Zvo. is. 6d. 



A SHORT STORY OF ENGLISH 
LITERATURE. By Emma S. 
Mellows. Crown Zvo, y, 6d, 

' A lucid and well-arranged account of the 
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Mall Gazette. 

TEST CARDS IN EUCLID AND 
ALGEBRA. By D. S.. Calder- 
wood. Headmaster pf the Normal 
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of 40, with Answers, is. Or in 
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THE METRIC SYSTEM. By Leok 
Delbos. Crown Zvo. 2j. 

A theoretical and practical guide, for use 
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reader. 
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Edition, 2X. 
COMMERCIAL EXAMINATION 

PAPERS. By H. de B. Gibbins, 

LittD. , M.A. IS. 6d. 
THE ECONOMICS OF COM- 

MERGE By H. de B. Gibbins, 

Litt.D., M.A IS. 6d. 



FRENCH COMMERCIAL COR-' 
RESPONDENCE. ByS. E. Ballt, 
Master at the Manchester Grammar 
School Second Edition, zs, 

GERMAN COMMERCIAL COR- 
RESPONDENCE. By S. E. BAia-T. 
With Vocabulary. 2s. 6tL 

A FRENCH COMMERCIAL 
READER. ByS. E. Bally. Second 
Edition* 2S, 
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A GERMAN COMMERCIAL 
READER. By S. E. BALLY. With 
Vocabulary, ar. 

COMMERCIAL GEOGRAPHY, with 
special reference to the British Em- 
pire. By L. W. Lyde, M. a Third 
Edition. 2S. 

A PRIMER OF BUSINESS. By S. 
Jackson, M.A. Third Ed. u. dd, 

COMMERCIAL ARITHMETIC. By 
F. G. Taylor, M.A. Third EdiHon, 
15. 6d. 

WORKS BY A. M. 

INITIA LATINA: Easy Lessons on 
Elementary Accidence. Fourth 
Edition. Fcap. 8vo. is, 

FIRST LATIN LESSONS. Sixth 
Edition. Crown Svo. 2s. 

FIRST LATIN READER. With 
Notes adapted to the Shorter Latin 
Primer and Vocabulary. Fifth 
Edition revised. i8mo. is. 6d. 

EASY SELECTIONS FROM 
CiESAR. Part I. The Helvetian 
War. Second Edition, iBmo. is. 

EASY SELECTIONS FROM LIVY. 
Part I. The Kings of Rome. iSmo. 
Second Edition, is. 6d, 

BASY LATIN PASSAGES FOR UN- 
SEEN TRANSLATION. Seventh 
EdiHon. Fcap. 8vo, is. 6d. 

EXEMPLA LATINA. First Lessons 
ia Latin Accidence. With Vocabulary. 
Crown Zvo, is. 

EASY LATIN EXERCISES ON THE 
SYNTAX OF THE SHORTER 
AND REVISED LATIN PRIMER. 

* • With Vocabulary, Eighth and 
cheaper Edition ^ re-written. Crown 
Svo. is. 6d. Issued with the consent 
of Dr. Kennedy. Key y. net. 

THE LATIN COMPOUND SEN- 
TENCE: Rules and Exercises. 
Second Edition. Cr,Svo. is.td. With 
Vocabulary, zs. 

NOTANDA QUAEDAM : Miscellan- 
eous Latin Exercises on Common 
Rules and Idioms. Fourth Edition. 
Fcap. Bvo. rs. 6d. With Vocabulary. 
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CORRESPONDENCE. By E. E. 
Whitfield, M.A. ar. 

A GUIDE TO PROFESSIONS AND 
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THE PRINCIPLES OF BOOK- 
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By J, E. B. M 'Allen, M. A. Cr. Svo. zs, 
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Douglas Edwards. 2s. 

M. 8TEDMAN, M.A. 

LATIN VOCABULARIES FOR RE- 
PETITION : Arranged according to 
Subjects. Ninth Edition. Fcap. 
Svo. is. 6d. 

A VOCABULARY OF LATIN 
IDIOMS. iSmo. Second Edition, is. 

STEPS TO GREEK. Second Edition, 
/Revised. iSmo. is. 

A SHORTER GREEK PRIMER. 
Crown Svo, is. 6d, 

EASY GREEK PASSAGES FOR 
UNSEEN TRANSLATION. Third 
Edition Revised. Fcap. Svo. is. 6d. 

GREEK VOCABULARIES FOR 
REPETITION. Arranged accord- 
ing to Subjects. Second Edition, 
Fcap. Svo. IS. 6d, 

GREEK TESTAMENT SELEC- 
TIONS. For the use of Schools. 
Third Edition. With Introduction, 
Notes, and Vocabulary. Fcap, Svo. 
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STEPS TO FRENCH. Fifth Edi- 
tion. iSmo, Sd. 

FIRST FRENCH LESSONS. Fifth 
Edition Revised, Crown Svo. is. 

EASY FRENCH PASSAGES FOR 
UNSEEN TRANSLATION. Fourth 
Edition revised. Fcap. Svo. is, 6d. 

EASY FRENCH EXERCISES ON 
ELEMENTARY SYNTAX. With 
Vocabulary. Second Edition, Crown 
Svo. 2s, 6d, Key 3^. net. 

FRENCH VOCABULARIES FOR 
REPETITION : Arranged according 
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FRENCH EXAMINATION 
PAPERS IN MISCELLANEOUS 
GRAMMAR AND IDIOMS. By 
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Ediiicn, 
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Fourth Edition, Crown Zvo. 
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LATIN EXAMINATION PAPERS 
IN MISCELLANEOUS GRAM- 
MAR AND IDIOMS. By A. M. M. 
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MAR AND IDIOMS. By A. M. M. 
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Fifth Edition, 
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Second Edition, 
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